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The Invitation


Every campus had its own set of Greek houses, but Sigma Epsilon wasn’t just at the top of the hill, it was the hill. The kind of place you’d expect to see in a Netflix teen drama, except cleaner, sharper, and more weaponized.

I took my time walking up the path, not because I needed to steady myself, hell, I’d faced triple-overhead sets at Black’s and lived to joke about it, but because everything about the house demanded you move with respect. The columns? Blindingly white, not a single smudge from a runaway rush party or late-night pizza delivery. The front steps? Swept so clean I almost stopped to check if I’d tracked in a rogue leaf. Even the grass was trimmed to the exact height of social acceptability.

Rows of symmetrical topiaries flanked the marble walkway, each one trimmed with military precision. Over the entrance, a banner fluttered gold and white, announcing RUSH WEEK in font so elegant it probably cost more than my board shorts.

And there was that scent, white jasmine, just like the rumors. Not overpowering, not desperate. Just present, everywhere, a silent signal that this was hallowed ground and whatever happened here reeked of curated perfection.

I squared my shoulders, slung my camera bag around my hips, and stepped up to the door.

It swung open automatically, timed to my approach, as if the house had already decided I’d passed inspection. A sorority sister waited on the other side, her posture flawless, her smile perfectly practiced. She wore the house’s signature colors and a blend of confidence and calculation that would put a Fortune 500 recruiter to shame.

“Mr. Donovan,” she said, her blue eyes flicking over my casual look and camera. “Victoria will see you now.”

No question about who ran the show. I stepped inside, and the jasmine scent hit harder, blended with sandalwood and a whisper of espresso, the air itself engineered to seduce and disarm.

Inside, the foyer looked like something from a luxury magazine spread. Giant bouquets exploded with white lilies, roses, and more jasmine, arranged in crystal vases so clear they disappeared into the marble. A pair of twin grand staircases curled toward the second floor, flanked with gold railings worthy of an art museum. Even the light felt intentional, golden, soft, calculated to make every girl’s skin glow and any outsider immediately feel a step behind.

I heard the distant clink of glassware and the soft, orchestrated laughter of sisters in the living room. I could almost see their power moving through the space, no chaos, just perfectly organized ambition.

If you were looking for cracks in the facade, you’d have to get up close and personal. I was here to do just that, and I’d barely crossed the threshold.

Victoria appeared at the top of the staircase, pausing just long enough to make the entrance look effortless. She wore a cream blazer over a sharp black skirt, her pale blonde hair pulled into a twist that probably had a designer name. Without breaking stride, she descended with the kind of grace they usually reserve for figure skaters and first ladies.

I kept my hands loose at my sides, pretending this was just another gig. Inside, I felt the same adrenaline spike that hit before a final surf heat, hunger, nerves, and the sense that every move would count.

My poly arrangement with Victoria, Summer, and Bella was already campus legend. Most guys would kill to be in that spot. Personally? I liked a good challenge, but I also knew how these games were played. Victoria didn’t just want photos; she wanted narrative, control, and undeniable dominance over every other house on Greek Row. The question was how hard she’d push, and how much of myself I’d let her own.

Victoria reached the landing, her eyes locking on me before her lips curled into that regal smile.

“West,” she said. She drew out my name like a fine wine, letting the flavor linger but never getting drunk.

I grinned, angling my head. “Queen V. You outdid yourself. I almost called a realtor to see if you were renting.”

Her laughter was low, amused and just a little dangerous. “Donovan, we both know you’d never survive living under my roof. But you’re here to help make it legendary.”

She motioned for me to follow. Her sisters glided around us, each timed to avoid collision or wasted motion. The effect was eerie, like walking through a high-end ballet, if every dancer was plotting to steal your thunder.

I trailed along, camera ready, and let Victoria lead me past wall-to-wall oil paintings and into the heart of the house. More flowers, more subtle music, nothing out of place. This was the kind of aesthetic that didn’t just happen. It took discipline, vision, and an iron will behind the scenes.

Victoria opened a door halfway down the corridor, revealing the “strategy room.” If you’d told me it was the actual situation room of a head of state, I would’ve believed you.

Inside, Olivia sat at the end of a long conference table, back straight and eyes sharp. She barely glanced at me before returning her focus to the spreadsheets, charts, and color-coded folders arranged with surgical precision.

Victoria closed the door behind us. Only then did her posture relax just a hair, but I caught it.

She circled around the table and settled into the seat at the head, folding her hands over a leather-bound notebook. Every angle was considered, right down to the way the light glinted off her emerald ring.

I took the seat across from her, letting my camera bag rest on the polished wood. Olivia shot me a nod, equal parts respect and careful evaluation.

“Let’s skip the pleasantries,” Victoria said, tone shifting from social queen to hard-edged executive. “You know why you’re here.”

“If it’s to get the inside scoop on your playlist, I’m flattered,” I said. “But you could’ve just sent a survey.”

Olivia didn’t smile, but her eyes flicked upward, appreciating the joke. Victoria was less amused.

“We’re the number one house on campus,” she said. “That’s not luck. Sigma Epsilon leads because every other house is busy playing checkers while we’re three moves ahead. This year, Rush Week isn’t just about keeping the throne. It’s about setting a new standard.”

She slid a folder across the table, my name written on the tab in bold, all-caps.

“Your photography isn’t an add-on, West. You’re the face, no, the seed, of the campaign. Architectural visionary. The creative engine. I’m not exaggerating when I say our social dominance is going to hinge on your work this week.”

At least she wasn’t under-selling it.

I flipped open the folder. Inside: mood boards, competitor reports, lists of every major event down to the second. Recruitment metrics from last year, with projected outcomes if I managed to “elevate the narrative.” Every shot I’d take would be analyzed and turned into either ammunition or a reputation bullet.

I leaned back and let the secondhand adrenaline wash over me. This wasn’t just about the photos. It was about owning the story.

“And if I say no?” I asked, just to see how she’d handle it.

Victoria’s smile tightened a fraction. “Then you’ll be remembered as a passing novelty. But help us win, and you become legend. People will still be talking about the Sigma Epsilon Rush Week campaign ten years from now, and your name will be on every digital wall.”

She let that sink in, her gaze never leaving mine. For a second, we just sat there, sizing each other up.

Olivia cleared her throat. “We have a preliminary schedule. And a list of required deliverables, including a visual branding refresh for all digital platforms. Victoria expects tight turnaround times.”

She swiveled her laptop toward me, displaying a color-coded Gantt chart that would make a NASA launch team blush.

Victoria leaned forward, her presence filling the room even before she spoke. “You’ll collaborate with Olivia on logistics to ensure seamless delivery. But the vision? That’s you, West. We want Sigma Epsilon to look untouchable. Elegant, effortless, aspirational. If you can put that on film, you can write your own ticket on this campus.”

My heart thrummed the way it did right before dropping into a huge wave. Part fear, part anticipation, part twisted appreciation for the pure, naked ambition.

I nodded, keeping it loose. “I’ll give you shots no one else can. But I set my own terms. I don’t do puppetry.”

For the first time, Victoria’s eyes flashed, a quick hit of excitement at the pushback.

“Is that a boundary, or a challenge?” she asked, voice playful but edged with warning.

Olivia watched us like she was taking notes for some future deposition. The room felt airless, just the hum of ambition, the sweet bite of jasmine, and the sensation that one wrong move and you’d get swallowed whole.

I smiled. “Why not both?”

Victoria regarded me with her trademark calm, letting the silence stretch. Finally, she leaned back, satisfied for now.

“Excellent,” she said. “Then let’s get to work.”

She signaled for Olivia to hand me a folder stuffed with sample shots from last year, offering a not-so-subtle benchmark to demolish.

I let my fingers drift over the page, aware that the scent of her perfume, or maybe it was just the collective breath of ambition in the room, was doing things to my brain I didn’t care to name.

Somewhere in the background, the soft chime of crystal in the living room reminded me that the rest of the house was just as hungry.

In that moment, surrounded by these women and their impossible standards, I had to admit it: I was hooked.

Not just by the challenge, but by the way the game itself turned me on.

This was no longer about being an observer behind the lens.

It was about redefining the narrative, Victoria’s, the sorority’s, and maybe even my own.

The only question was whether I’d survive the week with my boundaries intact, or end up another legend in the Sigma Epsilon archive.

Either way, the story was just getting started.

***

Victoria barely let the air settle before she revealed her next move.

“West, before we finalize the campaign plan, I’ve invited two additional collaborators.” The way she said it, you’d think she was assembling an Avengers roster, not a harem roundtable.

The door opened, and Summer stepped in, sun-blonde and bright-eyed, her GCU dive team warm-up jacket making her look like she’d just come from torching some Olympic record. She scanned the room, landed on me, and grinned.

If Victoria was all sharp lines and calculated elegance, Summer brought kinetic energy. Her hair was up in a hasty ponytail, no makeup, just sun-kissed skin and those clear blue eyes. She radiated honest confidence, the kind that made every head in a radius snap to attention.

She crossed the room in a couple of strides and dropped a hand onto my shoulder, not casual, not possessive, just a grounding squeeze that told me she was here for me, not the show.

“Hey, West,” she said, voice pitched low and easy. “Didn’t know this was going to be a full board meeting.”

I smirked. “Next time, I’ll wear a tie.”

Victoria watched the exchange with absolute composure, no flicker of annoyance. If anything, she seemed pleased to have her audience. Olivia, at the far end, didn’t react except to make a note on her tablet.

Summer slid into the seat beside me, hip pressed against mine. The casual touch sent a ripple of electricity up my side. She didn’t need to put it on display, but she also wasn’t going to shrink for anyone.

Before anyone could break the beat, the second act arrived.

Isabelle Fournier, Bella, entered the room like she’d been rehearsing the moment for days. She wore a silk blouse and tailored slacks, her dark hair loose around her shoulders. Despite the European polish, a hint of mischief danced in her blue eyes.

She took in the conference table, the data, and the three women already playing their roles, and let out a soft laugh. “All this for Rush Week? I am impressed. In my country, we prefer our social battles with less … spreadsheet.”

Bella didn’t bother to hide her curiosity about the evolving dynamic. She nodded to Summer, offered Victoria a small bow of her head, then circled around the table to sit on my other side.

Wedged between two extraordinary women, under the scrutiny of a third, I felt like a pawn who’d stumbled into the king’s court. Victoria made sure I knew it.

With both new arrivals settled, Victoria folded her hands and re-established control.

“I wanted you all present because this campaign isn’t just about winning Rush Week. It’s about defining who we are, at this university, and beyond. West will be responsible for the creative direction, but each of you brings something vital. Summer, you embody athletic excellence and emotional impact. Bella, you offer international perspective, and an eye for subtlety. I intend to use every advantage.”

She said it like a CEO unveiling a hostile takeover. Not a hint of apology in her tone.

Summer arched a brow, but didn’t back down. “Just tell me what you need.”

Victoria smiled. “Gladly.”

She launched right in, never looking at her notes, just total, off-the-cuff mastery of every stat, every shift in the cultural winds of Greek Row. She outlined the week’s theme, “Wisdom and Influence,” a blend of classic prestige and modern empowerment, Athena with a smartphone instead of a spear.

Then she tossed out a list of events that would make a Hollywood party planner sweat: formal teas, leadership workshops, a talent gala, even a sunset yacht soiree. Everything was built to outshine the competition, not just in glamour, but in substance.

Olivia cut in smoothly, “Competitor analysis.” She activated the TV screen, flipping through images of rival houses: Sigma Delta’s kitschy beach luau, then lingering longer on Theta Pi’s overdone pink parties. Victoria’s posture stiffened almost imperceptibly. “Theta Pi,” she said, her voice maintaining perfect neutrality despite the slight tightening around her eyes, “Sam Calloway’s house. Our chief competition.” Olivia nodded, continuing through shots of their social feeds—engagement numbers climbing week over week, post reach extending beyond campus boundaries. The data scrolled by with the cold precision of a medical scan.

“I hear they’ve got the hottest girls on campus,” Summer said.

Victoria scoffed and flicked her hair back, her mouth curling in a lazy smirk. “If you like them stacked and dumb, I guess.”

Sam was definitely stacked, and she had the brains to go with all those insane curves. Not that I planned to argue with Victoria, not with the way her eyes warned me off the subject, steel glinting beneath her mascara.

Bella leaned forward, eyes alight. “You are not just selling the house. You are selling a story, the illusion of perfect unity, yes?”

“Exactly,” Victoria said. “But not illusion. A vision. We want authenticity, but we want to look untouchable doing it.”

I glanced at Summer, catching the way her leg bounced beneath the table. She was out of her element, but she wasn’t about to yield. Her hand found mine under the table, a quick squeeze, fingers sliding together with mine, like a secret lifeline nobody else could see.

Victoria continued, “Our problem is not recruiting talent. It’s attracting the right image, the women who can enhance rather than dilute what we’ve built. West’s work sets the bar. Summer, you’ll be featured in the leadership series. Bella, you’ll anchor the diversity and global perspective content. We’re going for aspiration, not accessibility. Olivia?”

Olivia flicked to another slide. “Target demo? Multi-faceted, but weighted toward high-achieving women from legacy backgrounds and athletic standouts. We’ve got data on every promising candidate who’s RSVP’d. The goal is to drive up our yield ratio, then flex that dominance on every platform.”

Bella let out a low whistle. “I have seen less preparation for government elections.”

Victoria smiled, teeth sharp. “That’s why we win.”

Summer tilted her head. “You want us to be role models, but also…exclusive?”

“Think of it as setting the gold standard,” Victoria replied. “Other houses preach sisterhood. We show it, in a way none of them can touch.”

I raised a brow. “You sure you’re not running for office?”

Bella grinned, openly amused. “If she were, I would vote for her.”

Victoria accepted the banter but kept the pace relentless. She detailed the photography concepts, candid moments in the library, windswept shots on the cove at sunset, perfectly staged “spontaneous” fun in the courtyard. Shots meant to look effortless, but requiring insane amounts of choreographed perfection.

“Are you sure this is what you want?” Summer asked, searching my face. “Seems like a lot of pressure.”

I squeezed her hand beneath the table so Victoria couldn’t see. “Pressure’s just another word for relevance,” I murmured. “I’m good.”

Summer didn’t let go. If anything, she clung tighter, her thumb stroking soft circles on my wrist. Whatever her doubts about this world, she wasn’t pulling out.

Bella took a more tactical approach, challenging Olivia on the shoot schedules and pointing out moments where last year’s campaign fell flat. “You had several posts with low engagement during peak periods,” she observed. “Perhaps you need more behind-the-scenes? Less staged glamour, more camaraderie.”

Victoria arched a brow, appreciating the insight. “Noted. I was already considering it, but your perspective validates the adjustment.”

Olivia blinked, as if not used to being corrected, then grudgingly updated her file.

The longer we sat there, the more obvious it became: this wasn’t just a campaign launch. This was a full-scale social engineering project, and each of us was being slotted into a category, hero, muse, chess piece, or cautionary tale.

Even the way Victoria spoke about our relationships was almost chilling in its composure.

“There will be speculation on social media,” she said, voice cool and clear. “You’re all free adults, so I don’t expect issues, but if you choose to attend events as a group, I expect discretion and absolute unity. Any discord will be seized on by our rivals.”

Summer flushed, but didn’t protest. Bella just smiled, as if she found the entire production wildly entertaining.

Victoria didn’t stop to gauge the effect. She outlined the week’s “signature moments” where we’d appear together: a themed brunch, a leadership Q&A, even a staged picnic on the Greek Row lawn complete with curated baskets and live music.

She didn’t say “harem,” but she didn’t have to. The implication was clear, the house’s reputation would be built not just on the women, but on the narrative of the “legendary” West Donovan and his three muses.

Victoria wrapped the strategy session with a final sweep of her gaze, landing on each of us in turn.

“Questions?” she asked, knowing damn well she’d already mapped out every answer.

Summer sat back, exhaling hard. “You ever take a break, Victoria?”

“Perfection is a full-time job,” Victoria replied. The way she said it, pure self-awareness, just enough humor to make it land.

Bella shot me a loaded glance, a mixture of “are you sure you’re ready for this?” and “can you believe she gets away with it?” I shrugged. I’d seen less ambition in Fortune 100 boardrooms.

Victoria smiled, more genuine this time. “Good. Then let’s show them what excellence looks like.”

She adjourned with a crisp nod, motioning for Olivia to pack up the decks.

As we stood, Summer brushed her lips over my ear, barely a whisper: “If this gets to be too much, we walk.”

I grinned, making it clear I wasn’t planning on tapping out. Bella lingered a second, then leaned in and murmured, “This is almost worth staying an extra year in America…. Almost.”

Victoria waited at the door, letting the girls file out first. As they left, she hung back, gaze locked on mine.

I read the message loud and clear: the meeting might be over, but the game had just entered sudden death overtime.

This wasn’t about photography at all.

It was about control.

And, for the first time in a long time, I wasn’t sure whether I wanted to win or just see what happened when she tried to break me.

***

As the girls filed out, Victoria shut the door with a soft click. The air behind it was thicker somehow, less jasmine, more unfiltered ambition.

She rounded the table, never breaking eye contact, and stopped so close I could see the faintest pulse in her throat.

“Perks of being legend, West. You get private strategy sessions.” Her voice dropped, smooth as black ice.

I didn’t move. “You gonna threaten me? Or just lay out the quid pro quo?”

She smiled, but this one was sharper, all teeth. “Neither. I’m going to make sure you understand the rules. During Rush Week, proximity to me isn’t just about what you get. It’s about what you owe.”

She trailed her fingers along my jaw, nails barely grazing my skin. My cock twitched, but I kept my expression neutral. Victoria liked testing boundaries. Sometimes, she liked when I pushed back.

“You know the power you’ve gained by being with me,” she purred. “It’s intoxicating, isn’t it? People notice you now, every event, every feed, because you’re in my orbit. I’m not asking you to stop seeing anyone else. We both know that’s not what this is. But full access comes with expectations. Deliver for me, or you’re just another guy with a camera and a sob story.”

I let the words hang a beat, letting her savor the supposed leverage.

Then I shook my head. “You want a visionary, not a puppet. I’ll shoot your campaign, Vic, but you’re not going to script every breath I take. That’s not how I work.”

Her eyes widened, just enough to betray a flash of surprise. Then they narrowed, hunger and frustration bleeding together.

“This isn’t the beach, West. There are actual stakes.”

“I know,” I said. “That’s why you want me. And that’s why I’m staying.”

She glared at me, less angry, more turned on by the challenge. Her fingers tightened on my jaw, thumb tracing my stubble.

“You’re impossible,” she whispered. “You know that?”

“Why do you think you keep coming back for more?” I leaned in, letting my lips brush the line of her cheek, just below her ear.

She shivered, minutely, but I felt it. For all her obsession with control, Victoria fed off resistance. It made her want to break you, just to see what was inside. I saw the flicker of something vulnerable in her eyes. But it passed fast.

She straightened, smoothing her blazer, and shot me the look of a queen back on her throne.

“Our arrangement stands,” she said. “But if you undermine me this week, even by accident, I won’t hesitate to replace you. There are always other shooters.”

I grinned. “But none that can do what I do.”

Her lips parted, yes, a little frustrated, but mostly aroused. “Pity you’re so stubborn. We could be unstoppable.”

I shrugged. “Maybe we already are.”

She watched me for a long moment, like she was recalibrating the entire Sigma Epsilon hierarchy.

Finally, she drew herself up and motioned to the door. “Let’s not keep the team waiting.”

The second we stepped into the hall, Summer was there, anxiety and loyalty warring in her eyes. Without thinking, she grabbed my hand and squeezed hard enough to leave a mark if I let her. I squeezed back, steady.

Bella lounged in the corner, arms crossed, smile secret. She watched Victoria sweep into the room, then looked at me like I was the season’s plot twist she’d bet on since episode one.

Olivia popped her head out from a side office, taking in the tableau with a clinical glance before disappearing, probably off to weaponize the next round of data.

Victoria called the meeting back to order, but this time, something in the room felt different. She didn’t just lecture, she watched us, tracking every micro-reaction, especially the silent tug-of-war between me, Summer, and Bella.

For a heartbeat, the four of us just stood there, no scripts, no staged perfection, just raw, unresolved energy.

Summer was the first to break the moment, pressing herself to my side and whispering, “Still breathing?”

“Barely,” I quipped.

She let out a shaky laugh, relief, and maybe a little excitement at the danger.

Bella glided over, as calm as ever, but she stopped a breath too close to Victoria, eyes shining with amusement. “I think you have finally met your match, V.”

Victoria didn’t flinch. “I always play to win.”

Bella leaned in, lips nearly at Victoria’s ear. “You may need help this time.”

Victoria held her gaze. “As long as the work gets done, I don’t care who the star is.”

Bella grinned, but I could tell she respected Victoria’s refusal to back down. The two of them, two queens in a power struggle, made for electric tension.

But it was Summer who anchored me. She never let go of my hand, even as she sized up the social calculus with the instincts of an Olympic finalist.

“You good with this?” she murmured.

“I like high stakes,” I said.

She pressed her body closer, daring Victoria to protest.

Victoria just arched her brow and moved on. She knew she’d scored a point, but she wasn’t celebrating yet.

As the discussion wrapped, I realized the true stakes: this wasn’t my harem, not really. It was Victoria’s game. Bella saw the humor in it, played her own angles. Summer was the wild card, too honest to ever be truly controlled. And me? I was the asset, the weapon, the man every other house would kill for.

The week ahead would be a minefield, every move watched, and every mistake amplified.

But I felt alive.

Victoria wasn’t just the queen of Sigma Epsilon.

She was the queen of chess.

And I was about to find out whether I could beat her at her own game or if, deep down, I wanted her to win.


Rival Proposition


Sigma Epsilon’s sisters were already loitering on the quad when I showed up, twenty minutes early and still feeling late. Out here, the sunlight was all-in, no filters required, bouncing off white stucco and floor-to-ceiling windows, flooding the main lawn with that kind of high-def shimmer you usually only get in luxury car commercials.

If you’d told me the university hired a team of ex-Disney Imagineers to design this quad, I’d have believed you. Art-deco buildings framed the scene, their edges cut sharp against a sky so blue it could’ve been its own marketing campaign. Manicured hedges ran along the walkways, trimmed with such precision that any stray leaf looked like an act of rebellion.

The Sigma Epsilon sisters? They made the landscaping look lazy.

Victoria’s army was already in formation, clustered under the shade of the central arch, all wearing signature whites and creams, perfectly ironed, zero chance of a coffee stain. Even the accessories matched: gold jewelry, custom-embroidered scarves, shoes that could pass military inspection. I’d seen Olympic teams with less coordination.

Victoria herself wasn’t on-site yet, but her influence was everywhere. The girls glanced at their phones, fixed each other’s hair, checked lipstick in mirrored compacts, all while murmuring in measured tones about the order of poses. Their house’s signature scent, jasmine shot through with sandalwood and the faint bitterness of espresso, lingered in the air, subtle but inescapable, a constant reminder of the standard I was supposed to capture.

I set my camera bag at the edge of the marble staircase, rolled my shoulders, and got to work.

First order of business: no candid disasters, no rogue shadows, no one blinking like they’d just been hit by a flash grenade. I tested the light by holding up my hand, palm out, fingers splayed, watching how the sun played through the open space and bounced between the columns.

Even with my own nerves dialed up, I kept my voice steady. “Okay, let’s line it up. Jessica, you’re center left. Eva, take two steps forward. I want angles, not a DMV poster, yeah?”

Jessica, who looked like she moonlighted as a runway model, smiled and hit her mark without missing a beat. Eva followed suit, expression dialed to ‘confident but approachable,’ just like Victoria demanded.

The rest of the sisters slotted in, each more polished than the next. No slouching, no slumping. They held themselves like the fate of the house depended on it, which, according to Victoria, it probably did.

I adjusted the tripod, double-checked my ISO, and squinted through the viewfinder.

They looked damn good, I’ll give them that. Even the backdrop, hedges squared up against a gleaming fountain, felt engineered for maximum photogenicity. If a wayward leaf or pebble threatened to disrupt the symmetry, one of the sisters pounced on it before I even noticed.

Still, perfection was a moving target. I walked the line, stopping beside each cluster and making micro-adjustments. “Tilt your chin up. No, not that high, good. Shoulders back. Think presidential, not prom queen. Eva, relax your hand on Jessica’s shoulder. There you go.”

Every command landed. The girls responded instantly, like they’d spent years perfecting the choreography of elite group shots. I caught a few nervous glances, the barely-there flex of somebody’s hand as they gripped a pleat in their skirt, the way a smile faltered and then snapped back into place.

“What’s the vibe you want again?” one brave sister asked, voice pitched low as if Victoria herself might materialize if she set a foot wrong.

“Own the quad,” I said. “Like you’re running the whole campus and everyone’s dying to be you.”

That got a few real smiles, even a stifled laugh from the girl on the end, but nobody wavered from their positions. Whether they bought the hype or just knew the stakes, they weren’t about to mess this up.

I worked the angles. First, the wide shot, catching the whole house squared up like a presidential cabinet. Then I moved in for a tighter formation, shifting them into overlapping triangles and dynamic diagonals. The sun kept the colors crisp, skin glowing without a hint of sweat or shadow. I wasn’t about to blow this on lazy composition.

“Anna, cross your arms. Subtle flex, not like you’re about to arm wrestle someone. Perfect. Julia, hand on hip, but soft. Think Vogue, not cheer captain. Nice.”

I ducked behind the camera again, dialing in the exposure, tweaking the aperture, refusing to let a single moment slip into bland or forgettable. My heart thumped harder, adrenaline mixing with caffeine and the bone-deep desire not to let Victoria down, or worse, let myself down.

My phone vibrated in my pocket, but I ignored it.

The sisters cycled through poses, never breaking formation, knowing even a stray lock of hair could end up as meme fodder if the shot went public. I saw the effort in their posture, the teeth-gritted determination masked by picture-perfect smiles.

“Okay, now a little fun,” I called out, voice deliberately casual to break the tension. “Laugh like you just wiped Theta Pi off the map.”

That did it. One of the girls, the one with the ruthlessly straight bob, let out an actual snort, which rolled through the group and set off a domino of real, honest laughter. For a second, the whole house looked alive, not just curated, but genuinely powerful.

I snapped a burst series, catching the transformation. That’s the shot, I thought. That’s the one Victoria doesn’t even know she wants.

Then, just as fast, the mask slid back on and everyone reset. Perfection again, ready for another round.

I motioned for them to reset positions in front of the fountain, the gold of morning flipping everything cinematic. The Sigma Epsilon crest on the banner above glinted like a minor deity was blessing the whole production.

I let the moment breathe, then called out, “We’re going to do three more, then break for touch-ups.”

No complaints, just subtle relief in the way a few girls relaxed their spines.

I moved in for the kill. Side angle, backlit, halo effect around their hair. You could practically hear the future likes racking up with each shutter click. But I kept pushing for the unscripted edges, the little moments Victoria couldn’t orchestrate, the flicker of real hunger behind the perfect exteriors.

Last shot of the set, I had them huddle in closer. “Pretend it’s finals week and you’re plotting world domination,” I said.

That brought out a different kind of energy, confidences exchanged through tight smiles, the squeeze of a supportive hand, the glint in an eye that said they’d claw their way to the top if they had to.

My camera ate it up, every pixel sharp.

When I finally lowered the lens, the sisters let out a collective exhale. One by one, they drifted off toward the shade to reapply powder, check their phones, and, without question, report back to Victoria on my performance so far.

I scanned through the shots on the LCD screen, letting the adrenaline pulse through my system while my brain fast-forwarded through the edit process. This was exactly the look Victoria wanted, untouchable, aspirational, with just enough raw edge that nobody dared accuse her house of being fake.

But for all the power they projected, I could feel the pressure snap back on me, like an undertow. Each photo would be dissected and weaponized. If I dropped the ball, I’d be the meme, not them.

I ran a hand through my hair, wiped sweat from my palm on my jeans, and stepped back to reset the gear for round two.

From the hedges, I caught movement, another house already clocking my setup, maybe plotting to outshine us. Wasn’t surprised. Envy was the truest campus currency.

But for the moment, the quad belonged to Sigma Epsilon, and if I was going to be their asset-slash-legend, I’d damn well make them look immortal.

I lined up the tripod for the next sequence, knowing the second any real chaos started, I had to be ready, lens up, instincts sharp, and absolutely nobody’s puppet.

The morning was still young, but everyone knew: Rush Week wouldn’t wait for second takes.

***

The second Sigma Epsilon reset their formation, the world flipped on its axis.

Bright as a supernova, Sam Calloway and her Theta Pi cheerleader crew hit the quad with the subtlety of a champagne cannon. The music from their portable speaker, pop hooks and thumping bass, rolled in first, followed by a wave of coconut sunscreen and strawberry gloss that steamrolled over Sigma Epsilon’s delicate jasmine. From the corner of my eye, I caught flashes of neon pink, skin-tight crop tops, and sun-bleached hair pulled into bouncing ponytails.

If Sigma Epsilon was stately, then Theta Pi was pure chaos but the kind that made you want to drop your other plans and join the party.

Sam led the charge, cutting across the manicured lawn like the main character in every college drama ever. She wore fitted athletic shorts and a cropped GCU tank, toned abs on display and not a trace of hesitation in her stride. Her smile was pure sex and swagger, and she didn’t bother to hide how much she loved being the center of attention.

She timed her entrance with the precision of a Hollywood pro, stepping between my camera and the Sigma Epsilon line-up, blocking half the shot with her perfectly bronzed legs.

“West Donovan,” Sam called, voice ringing out across the quad, “I’ve been watching your work. You’re wasting your talent on Victoria’s museum pieces when you could be capturing something real.”

Her words had teeth, playful, sure, but built for a headline. I nearly missed the shot because I was too busy grinning.

The entire rhythm of the shoot shattered. The Sigma Epsilon girls froze, shock and irritation flickering behind the magazine-worthy smiles. Even the bystanders, half a dozen randoms with skateboards and acai bowls, stopped in their tracks, eyes locked on Sam like she’d single-handedly declared war on the queen of Greek Row.

Theta Pi filled in behind her, fanning out in a way that looked spontaneous but probably took months of cheer captain training. Jade Murphy, the house’s resident mischief-maker, vaulted onto the marble ledge beside the fountain, already popping her gum and snapping Polaroids over her shoulder.

The contrast was absurd. Sigma Epsilon: locked and loaded, every inch calculated for prestige. Theta Pi: untamed, dazzling, pillaging the quad’s energy like they owned the place.

Sam didn’t wait for an invite, she planted herself dead center, hands on her hips, every inch the apex predator. “Smile, girls,” she called to her own sisters, and they obeyed instantly, forming a loose semi-circle of sunshine, skin, and kinetic motion.

My camera arm twitched on instinct. If there was a single moment that defined Rush Week, this was it.

The onlookers multiplied fast, students breaking from their huddles, a couple of campus tour guides stalling their groups for a better look, even a janitor pausing mid-broom to admire the unfolding spectacle. Every phone was out, cameras aimed at Sam, at me, at the collision of two powerhouses in the quad.

Sigma Epsilon’s sisters edged closer together, subtle as cats, their posture going even more rigid. A couple started whispering, nothing reached my ears, but the nervous glances at their phones meant only one thing: Victoria was already being updated on the perimeter breach.

Sam turned, caught my eye through the lens, and winked.

“We’re gonna need a bigger memory card, West,” she teased, working the line between flirt and challenge. “Unless all you want is more of the same.”

Jade dropped from her perch, landing close enough that I could smell vanilla and something sharper, adrenaline, maybe. She circled behind my tripod, low-key scoping my gear and me, her scrutiny far more personal than professional.

On cue, Theta Pi launched into a set of impromptu poses: finger guns, mock cheer stunts, even a couple of acrobatic lifts that bordered on unsafe. Jade snapped a selfie with me in the background, then made a show of inspecting my camera strap.

“You’re missing out, Donovan,” she stage-whispered, just for me. “Victoria’s got you shooting mannequins. We’d give you something worth focusing on.”

I didn’t flinch, but my pulse banged away in my neck. There was no ignoring the chemistry or the challenge.

Sam nudged Jade aside and leaned into my personal bubble, eyes locked with mine. “Tell me you don’t feel it,” she said, soft enough for only me, but loud enough that every syllable vibrated. “Tell me you wouldn’t rather shoot this than another round of statues.”

She wasn’t just selling her house, she was selling rebellion, life, the dopamine hit of never knowing what’d happen next.

Even the Sigma Epsilon girls looked rattled, their formation beginning to wobble under the weight of so much unscripted energy. It was the kind of disruption you couldn’t fake, pure, unfiltered, and way more interesting than anything I’d staged that morning.

Sam stepped back, squared up for the crowd, and raised her voice again. “Campus legend West Donovan gets one chance to prove he’s not just Victoria Sinclair’s pet photographer. We’re making history here. Or are you afraid to get ditched by the queen?”

She baited me, a shark with a cheerleader’s smile, and the crowd ate it up. Laughter, a few “Oooh”s, and plenty of wild applause. The stakes, suddenly, had never been higher.

I straightened my camera, tilted my head, and smiled back at Sam. “You know I don’t scare easy,” I said. “But are you ready for what happens when the lens finds the flaws?”

Sam’s smile only grew. “Only one way to find out.”

All around us, the campus buzzed, the tension a living thing. If Victoria was monitoring from her throne, I knew we’d just guaranteed a thousand DMs about the incident before lunch.

But for a moment, the quad belonged to Sam.

And, by extension, to me, if I wanted it.

I watched the sun skate along her jawline, picked up the sparkle in Jade’s bracelets, and let the energy of the scene pulse through my senses.

Sometimes, perfection was overrated.

Sometimes, you wanted the chaos.

And today, chaos felt like the only thing worth capturing.

***

Jade circled me, that predatory glint in her eyes locked on my camera strap like she was about to steal it, or me, from right under Sigma Epsilon’s nose.

Her bracelets jingled as she leaned in, the subtle warmth of her skin and the sweet-tart hit of strawberry from her lip gloss trailing after her. If she’d gotten any closer, she would’ve been in my shirt pocket. Not that I minded, but it wasn’t exactly subtle.

She studied my equipment with the intensity of a pro athlete before a championship meet. “You know,” Jade said, voice pitched for my ears only, “Victoria’s got you shooting wax museum exhibits over there. With us? You’d capture actual living, breathing women.”

I raised a brow. “You always this forward, or is this special treatment?”

She grinned, not backing off an inch. “Sunshine girls don’t do passive, Donovan. Besides, I know a thing or two about capturing perfect moments.” She brandished her Polaroid and snapped a quick shot of my face, then tucked it into her shorts for safekeeping. “That’s for the archive.”

Behind her, the Sigma Epsilon sisters formed a nervous wall, their eyes darting from my lens to their phones. One had the presence of mind to hiss a warning in someone’s ear, and within seconds, fingers were flying over touchscreens. Odds were high Victoria already had a playbook in motion before I could blink twice.

Sam didn’t wait for the dust to settle, she stepped up, phone already open to a GCU GroupMe thread gone fully nuclear. “West, you’re trending,” she laughed, turning the screen for me to see. There was my name, my photo, and a string of thirsty comments speculating about my upcoming “exclusive” with the hottest sororities on campus.

“You see this?” Sam said, her voice slicing through the tension. “Half the school already thinks you’re working with us. May as well make it a reality.”

Jade leaned on my shoulder, close enough to count her freckles. “No offense to the ice queens, but we bring the heat. You want authenticity, you’d get it in spades.”

I lifted the camera, partly because I needed a buffer, partly because their energy was starting to infect me. “You don’t think Victoria would have me drawn and quartered for even thinking about it?”

Sam snorted. “She’s not your boss, West. She just wants to own the narrative. That’s not art. That’s advertising. Don’t you want to capture something real?”

I shot her a look, half challenge, half appreciation. “You’re making a lot of assumptions about what I want.”

She shrugged, easy as pie, then pointed at the explosion of comments on her feed. “You like a challenge. You wouldn’t be here if you didn’t. Besides, the best stories never happen in focus groups. They happen out here, in the wild.”

Jade tapped at her own phone, then sidled even closer, her voice dropping to a conspiratorial whisper. “Plus, the girls in this house? They’re all terrified of one stray hair or wrinkle. It’s like shooting a still life. You want something you can feel, get it from us. Or are you afraid of messing up your perfect record?”

I laughed, couldn’t help it, but inside, the tension wound tighter. The Sigma Epsilon wall had moved in, their unease now obvious. Several hovered close, probably planning to intercept any “unwanted” shots or at least craft an emergency PR spin. But none of them dared directly confront Sam and Jade. Not out here, not on the open quad.

Sam took another step, crowding out the uncertainty. “Come on, what’s it going to be? Live a little. If you want safe, stick with queen Victoria. If you want to shoot legends, take the bet.”

I braced my camera against my chest, pulse ticking up a few notches. On the one hand, loyalty. On the other? This magnetic collision of chaos, rivalry, and the promise of immortal candids.

I tried to stall. “You haven’t even asked if I’m interested.”

Sam grinned like the cat who’d eaten the canary. “Because you are. You’re the only one on this quad who’s not boring. If you wanted easy, you’d have stayed in your lane. But here you are, stuck between two houses, and the entire campus is watching. So what do you want, West? Another set of magazine covers? Or the kind of shots that go viral before the shutter even resets?”

Her words landed, hard. Every instinct screamed at me to resist, but my hands flexed tighter on the camera, body running on pure adrenaline.

Jade picked that moment to scroll through my old online portfolio, flicking past moody shots of surf breaks, late-night bonfires, and the raw, unfiltered moments that had built my rep before I’d set foot on this campus.

On the screen, my pre-GCU portfolio glowed back, a whirlwind of surf competitions, grit-streaked training montages, that one bonfire party where even the shyest girl on the beach ended up drunk-dancing with abandon. The kind of images that didn’t just get likes—they made people want to be there.

She tapped a photo I’d taken last year, an ex of mine, drop-dead gorgeous, I’d caught mid-spin in ankle-deep surf, head thrown back in genuine laughter, sunlight catching water droplets around her like tiny prisms. Her bikini was slightly askew from the motion, hair a wild golden tangle across her face, completely unaware of my lens. “This,” Jade said, her finger lingering on the screen, “is what got you noticed.” This energy. Victoria’s trying to turn you into another Instagram filter. Don’t let her.”

The words ricocheted through me, sharper than I liked to admit. I glanced at the Sigma Epsilon cluster, posture perfect, faces intent, but cracks forming around the edges. In the corner of my vision, the Theta Pi girls egged each other on, eyes bright with anticipation. Even the regulars on the quad, the ones who pretended to be above Greek drama, couldn’t look away.

My hand flexed around the camera, nails digging into the leather. My pulse hammered so hard I felt it in my cheekbones. Was I really about to blow up the campaign Victoria built? The one that could land me every prime gig on campus, maybe even a national byline?

Or was I going to disappear into another line of legacy-approved shooters, churning out airbrushed images that looked good on a pamphlet but hollow in real life?

The Sigma Epsilon sisters stood just feet away, still picture-perfect, still in formation, but their confidence was crumbling. You could see it in the way they watched me, silent pleas and threats woven together. Sam’s eyes locked with mine, and for a second I was back in senior year of high school, standing in my suit at prom while she walked away with the quarterback. Then I was in her dressing room at the stadium two weeks ago, her in her cheer uniform, her fingers in my hair, both of us breathless against the lockers before the game. We’d always had this pull, this unfinished business. Maybe that’s what this was really about, not just art, but something I’d never fully closed the door on.

I stalled, just for a second, scanning the faces around me, measuring the stakes. If I bailed on Victoria now, I could kiss her carefully curated alliance (and whatever wild power struggle we’d started) goodbye. But if I let Sam and Jade hijack my story, I’d be their trophy, just a different queen calling the shots.

That wasn’t who I was.

I squared my shoulders, rolled my jaw to chase out the nerves, and locked eyes with Sam.

“I’ll shoot for both houses,” I said, voice carrying farther than I meant. “But on my terms with my vision, not as anyone’s propaganda tool.”

For a heartbeat, nobody breathed. Not Sam, not Jade, not the half-dozen Sigma Eps texting in the background. Even the quad itself seemed to hold its collective inhale.

Then the place exploded.

Jade let out a whoop loud enough to echo down the steps. Sam’s grin hit megawatt territory, the kind of smile you’d see on a championship podium. And the crowd, now doubled in size, fueled by fresh rumors and the scent of impending scandal, broke into outright applause.

It felt dangerous and fucking incredible.

Sigma Epsilon’s front line looked stunned, but you could see the gears turning, some mixture of horror, respect, and full-scale panic as they tried to figure out how they’d spin my decision for Victoria. One of them, the one who’d earlier coordinated the scarf colors, darted off to the side for a frantic phone call.

All around, phones were held high, shooting video, capturing the moment my legend either made or ruined itself in real time.

The adrenaline was pure, no chaser.

I turned back to Sam, who watched me with genuine heat, sizing up my resolve like she’d finally gotten the arm-wrestling match she’d been hoping for.

“You sure you’re up for it?” she asked, voice softer, but so loaded with innuendo and promise it vibrated in my chest.

“I don’t do safe,” I said, and meant it. “But I don’t do anyone else’s script, either.”

Jade shook her head, eyes shining. “What do you call that, Donovan? Artistic integrity? Or balls of steel?”

A laugh escaped me, tension tumbling away. “Why not both?”

Sam stepped in, her presence dialed down just enough to feel serious. “Then we do this, with respect, no drama. You’re the artist, we’re the subject, nobody gets to rewrite your work.”

I nodded, locking her in. “Deal.”

The air hung electric, the entire quad now divided between the old order and whatever-the-hell we’d just invented.

I took one last look at my camera display, toggling between shots of the Sigma Epsilon perfection and the wild, unfiltered energy Sam and Jade had brought crashing into the frame. The contrast? Fucking exhilarating.

For the first time since stepping onto this campus, I felt like the story belonged to me, not Victoria, not Sam, not any of the power brokers behind the scenes.

The rush was better than any first-place trophy.

And God help anyone who tried to yank the narrative back.

***

Sam’s smile this time was different. It wasn’t just victory, it was honest-to-God respect, the kind you could wear like a jacket.

She stuck out her hand, sealing the deal with a grip that was pure athlete. “Tomorrow afternoon then. Four p.m., Theta Pi house. The golden hour hits our back patio perfectly—makes everyone look like they’re dipped in honey. Unless you’re scared of stepping onto enemy territory?”

I didn’t hesitate. “Golden hour is my specialty. You want magic, I’ll bring it to your doorstep.”

Jade piped in, never missing a chance to up the ante. “You should sleep over sometime. No boys allowed in the house, but for you, I bet we could bribe security with pink donuts.” She winked. “Not for tomorrow though. Wouldn’t want Victoria thinking we kidnapped you.”

Sam waved her off, but you could see the wheels turning. “We’ll set boundaries. You’re the artist. We’ll work with your schedule, not the other way around. And you get final cut on anything published.”

“You read my mind. I want creative control, no staged drama, no shopped-in abs, no ‘oops, we just coordinated our bras for this shoot’ moments. We keep it real, or I walk.”

Jade nudged Sam, already plotting outfits. “That means we need matching activewear, but not too matchy. Maybe we go old school, vintage tees, beach hair, natural everything.”

Sam snapped a selfie of the three of us, then immediately sent it to me. “Here. In case you forget who you’re shooting tomorrow.”

Her number popped onto my screen complete with a custom nickname: Captain Calloway. I added Jade as well, for insurance.

We hammered out the rest fast, basic deliverables, probable locations, how many hours I could give them without sacrificing the Sigma Epsilon project. Every move was negotiation, but with each volley, I realized I had the upper hand. Even when Jade tried to press for party invites and “behind the scenes” shots, I held firm: my rules, my vibe, or nothing.

Sam loved it. She gave me a smile that was all teeth and promise, the kind of smile that said she wasn’t just playing the game, she was hungry for the rematch.

“See you tomorrow, West,” she said, brushing a strand of hair behind her ear like she hadn’t just started a campus scandal.

Jade winked as she left, snapping another Polaroid and blowing me an exaggerated kiss. “Get your beauty sleep, legend.”

When they were gone, the world deflated slightly. The bystanders scattered, disappointed there weren’t any punches or hair-pulling (yet). The Sigma Epsilon sisters regrouped, cautious now, their eyes tracking my every move with a mix of apprehension and awe.

I reset my gear for the last few rounds, dialing in the tripod and adjusting my settings to chase the newly minted sunlight breaking over the east wall.

“Ready when you are,” I told the closest Sigma Eps, dropping the professional banter and going full captain. “I want the core group in a V-formation by the fountain. Don’t worry if the light hits you weird, I’ll fix it in post. Just give me power. Like you own the quad and the next five generations of GCU royalty.”

This time, they didn’t hesitate. Every girl lined up without argument, even the ones who earlier looked like they’d rather be anywhere but caught in a rivalry crossfire. I moved between clusters, calling shots, “Anna, take two steps right. Tess, angle your chin. If you’re not squinting, you’re not in the sun enough.”, and the energy shifted. We weren’t faking; they’d caught the pulse, too.

I got candid laughs, bent arms, spontaneous hair flips. Even the picture-perfect twins started goofing for the camera, subtle but real, like they’d finally gotten permission to breathe.

The shots came alive.

I cycled through wide angles, tight pairs, through-the-shoulder glances. By the second set, the group was glowing, the tension replaced by a vibe so potent, I almost wanted to high-five myself. I even caught a few girls peeking at my phone, hungry to see the unfiltered previews lighting up the display.

This was what a shoot should be. No scripts, just pure surf, rise, crash, float, reset.

By the time I lowered the camera, I had enough content to drown the rival houses three times over.

The Sigma Epsilon girls gathered in, chatting, laughing, the whole confrontation with Theta Pi already mutating into legend. One pulled me aside, voice whisper-quiet. “Victoria’s going to lose her mind. But those shots, those are the best we’ve ever looked.”

I just shrugged. “The camera doesn’t lie. Sometimes you just have to trust the moment.”

She grinned, then drifted back to the group, fingers flying on her phone. More reporting to Queen V, no doubt.

Standing there, quad emptying as people hustled to their next classes, I felt the adrenaline finally start to fade. Not regret, never that, but the satisfaction of knowing I’d stuck my landing. The photos would do the real talking.

Tomorrow was a new battle.

But for now, I was king.

***

Sunset on campus was always the best part of the day. The quad emptied, air cooling fast, and for a few sweet minutes, it was dead quiet, nothing but wind in the hedges and my sneakers crunching on the marble.

I found a bench by the main fountain and scrolled through the shots, letting the last light play off the screen.

First up: Sigma Epsilon, front-and-center, every detail dialed so tight it could cut glass. The girls lined up in geometric perfection, faces calm, a gold aura around every head. It looked like a Vogue cover shoot for overachievers. I cycled through the set, watching the sequence click from icy unity to those rare, unguarded bursts of laughter I’d caught when they thought I wasn’t watching.

Then a hard cut: Sam Calloway and the Theta Pi girls barreling into the frame, all sun and motion and “try to keep up.” Sam wasn’t just a subject, she turned every shot into a dare. The photos caught her mid-laugh, hair flying, arms thrown around her squad. Even Jade, face half-shadowed, bracelets flashing in the light, looked more alive than some entire marketing teams. Scrolling side by side, the difference was undeniable.

Sigma Epsilon showed empire.

Theta Pi brought the revolution.

And I was the guy who’d captured both.

The more I looked, the more satisfied I got. Not just because the shots were good (they were fucking killer), but because they were mine. No borrowed vision, no scripts. Just raw, golden-hour possibility, rolling out in a way that made me want to drag someone back out here to do it all again before the sun set.

For a second, I wondered if there’d be blowback. Maybe Victoria would try to freeze me out, replace me with someone who knew how to follow instructions, never mind the art. Or maybe Sam would find a way to turn the collaboration into its own power flex, trying to make me her personal branding weapon.

Didn’t matter.

I’d seen the future, and it wasn’t house loyalty.

It was open season.

A notification lit up my phone, interrupting the daydream.

VICTORIA SINCLAIR, flashing in bold, top of my contacts, impossible to ignore.

My whole body tensed for a second, old instinct, like paddling into a set you know might eat you alive. But instead of dread, I felt something sharper. Excitement, almost.

I glanced one more time at the split-screen on my phone, the two realities I’d just stitched together.

Whatever Victoria had planned, I was ready.

Hell, I was glad she’d noticed.

The only question was, would she try to kill the narrative, or crown it?

One thing was certain: the legend of Rush Week wasn’t going to write itself.

And this time, the story would have my name on every page.


Queen Takes Knight


Night always started early at the Lighthouse Bar, but walking inside tonight was like tripping a silent alarm. Everything was shades of gold-amber light drenching every booth and rail, glass lanterns tossing honey across the driftwood bar, and the pulse of the ocean rolling straight through the open windows. On the breeze: sea salt, lime peel, and the faintest suggestion of sex, like a promise you could cash in by midnight.

I zeroed in on Victoria right away. Corner booth, of course, every angle shielded except the approach. She wore a slate sheath dress with a jacket sharp enough to cut diamonds, her pale hair twisted at the nape in pure CEO mode. The only tell was her hand, knuckles white around the stem of a martini glass. She looked up as I threaded through the crowd, her gaze locked and lethal.

A lesser man might have run.

I slid into the booth, pretending not to notice the tension coiling between us. The table was already set, crystal perfect, a candle flickering just enough to make her eyes look dangerous.

For a few heartbeats, she didn’t say a word.

She just watched me, the air vibrating with everything unsaid. I reached for my own drink, a basic whiskey, nothing fancy, and waited her out, letting the background noise do the heavy lifting. EDM thumped from the rooftop, but down here, it was all murmurs, the slick shuffle of expensive shoes, and the sound of ice melting in a hundred overpriced cocktails.

Victoria finally spoke, the words cold enough to crack glass.

“Explain to me why I learned about your arrangement with Sam Calloway from campus gossip rather than from you.”

She delivered it with perfect calm, not even blinking. But the edge in her tone could’ve slit my throat.

I took a sip, buying myself a second.

“News travels fast,” I said, keeping it light, “especially when Sam makes an entrance.”

Victoria’s jaw flexed.

“One would think the centerpiece of my Rush campaign would mention such a… development. Or did you believe I’d prefer to see it blowing up my phone from a dozen panicked sisters?”

The urge to laugh it off died quick. Victoria wasn’t in the mood for games. She leaned in, voice low. “You didn’t just double-book yourself. You undermined the core message, my message. Unless, of course, you meant to stage a power struggle on my quad?”

She never raised her voice. It was all ice and insinuation, the kind of threat that didn’t need to get loud.

I put my cards on the table, figuratively. “It wasn’t a stunt. Sam wants real, unfiltered content, and she handed me creative control. I thought you’d respect someone refusing to settle for safe.”

She stared at me like I’d just missed the point of the entire universe.

“This isn’t about photography,” Victoria said, voice softer but twice as lethal. “It’s about where your allegiance lies. Sam doesn’t want your camera, West. She wants what I have.”

She let that hang between us. The bar’s background noise faded. Even the servers gave our booth a wide berth.

I met her gaze, refusing to blink. “You want the honest answer? I thrive on challenge. Working both angles makes me better. Tomorrow’s feed won’t just trend, it’ll define Rush Week for the whole campus.”

Her laughter was almost silent, a single exhale. “Spare me the portfolio pitch.”

She set down the martini, sliding it away from her so hard the glass nearly tipped.

“You think this is about the art, or even the followers? It’s about loyalty. Optics. Hierarchy. You were supposed to be the ace up my sleeve. Now you’ve set the stage for every bored troll to pit us against each other. And you did it in public.”

There was a moment where I almost apologized.

But that wasn’t what either of us wanted.

I doubled down. “I’m not Theta Pi’s mascot. Nothing changes the Sigma Epsilon plan, and you’re always my first call. If I’m legend, it’s because you put me there.”

Victoria snorted, unimpressed. The mask slipped, her frustration surfacing in a tight clench of her lips.

“You’re missing the bigger picture. Sam only wants you because you’re mine. She can’t stand not having the crown, so she’ll settle for stealing my king.”

She narrowed her eyes. “You like being at the center. Do you have any idea the pressure you built into this? If you screw up, even once, you become the meme, not the myth. I thought you understood the stakes.”

Other booths had gone quiet, picking up on the drama radiating off us like heat lightning. Behind the bar, a couple of grad students pretended to check their phones, but their eyes kept flickering our way.

I tried to soften it, just a hair. “Vic, come on. If I play this right, we bury the competition. Nobody else is even in the same league.”

“If you play it right,” she repeated, sarcasm dripping. “And if you fail? You don’t just lose a client, West. You lose me.”

I didn’t flinch, though a pulse of adrenaline hit my chest so hard I thought she might see it.

“Is that what this is about?” I asked, keeping my tone even. “Or are we talking about what happens after the cameras are down?”

She glared at me, more exposed than I’d ever seen her.

“Of course it’s personal,” Victoria spat. “I built something impossible, and I thought you got it. You’re not just a tool, West. You’re part of the brand, my brand. When you move, I move. But when you wander? Even once? Everyone knows there’s blood in the water.”

She clenched the table edge, knuckles whitening again.

Out of the corner of my eye, I caught a group of freshman athletes openly watching us, drinks paused midair. This wasn’t just a lovers’ spat, it was campus sport.

Victoria stood abruptly, almost toppling the candle.

“We’re not finishing this conversation here.” Her voice echoed like a shot. She dropped a fifty on the check, barely glanced at the cash, and stalked toward the exit.

The energy in the bar went full electric.

I caught up in three strides, the scent of citrus and ocean following us out the door. I didn’t dare look back.

Outside, the night air hit harder, bracing and full of possibility.

If I thought the confrontation was over, I was dead wrong.

Victoria was already at the curb, keys in hand, her posture so rigid she might snap.

“Get in,” she ordered, not turning around.

I obeyed. Even legends knew when to yield.

We disappeared into the dark, her engine revving like a gun about to go off.

Next stop: wherever Victoria chose to finish this war.

***

Victoria’s building was tucked away behind a row of imported palms and a stacked-stone privacy wall. From the outside, it looked like something a senator would keep for trysts, clean lines, tall windows, and zero clues about who really lived inside.

The drive over had been dead silent, tension thick enough to slice. Victoria didn’t play music or make small talk; she just gripped the wheel with surgical precision, her jaw set and eyes fixed on the road. I’d seen pro surfers focus less before dropping into a triple-overhead set.

She parked in a reserved garage under the building, private, polished, anonymous. Up the elevator, she never broke stride. When we hit her floor, I realized immediately: only three apartments, no names on the doors, just cold brushed steel and frosted glass. No way anyone here ever got doxxed.

Victoria unlocked her place with a thumbprint, not a key, which told you everything you needed to know about her version of security.

The second the door clicked behind us, she dropped the mask.

She spun, pressing me flat against the closed door, her mouth crashing into mine with the kind of force that left bruises. Gin, mint lip gloss, and something unmistakably her, a taste that hit like truth serum.

I barely had time to inhale before her hands were in my hair, yanking hard. She nipped my lower lip, then pulled back, eyes blazing.

“You really thought this was about Rush Week?” she growled. “You really think Sam is a threat?”

I tried to answer, but she bit my neck, above the collarbone, marking me. “That’s what I thought,” she said, her breath hot on my skin.

Victoria worked my jacket off while still holding me to the wall, fingers raking down until they found the hem of my t-shirt.

She didn’t just undress me, she stripped away every ounce of composure. Each motion was a warning, a memory, a dare.

“You think Sam can do this?” she taunted, nails digging into my shoulders as she peeled off my shirt. “You think she even knows how to take you apart?”

I managed a laugh, ragged at the edges. “Not like you do.”

She shoved me, hard, until my back smacked the wall by her kitchen. “Damn right.”

Her own blazer hit the floor with a practiced shrug, revealing a silk camisole that clung to her like a second skin, the pale fabric skimming her collarbones, straps delicate as spiderweb. She held my gaze while stripping off her skirt, folding it over a chair with total, controlled grace.

She was a vision, bare legs, sleek as marble, the signature emerald ring catching the low light as she started to unbutton my jeans with zero hesitation.

“Keep your eyes on me,” she ordered, voice sharp enough to flay.

I did. Every move was calculated, the twist of her wrist, the way her hair started to escape the elegant knot, the precise roll of her hips as she pressed up against me. Her perfume, expensive, green, undercut by something wild, filled my head.

My jeans hit the floor and she palmed the bulge in my boxers, squeezing until my breath hitched.

“Is this what you run to her for?” Victoria sneered, stroking me through the cotton, slow and steady. “Or do you just want someone to treat you like a fucking king?”

I tried to respond but she yanked my boxers down, freeing me with a jerk. My cock throbbed, already leaking for her.

She grinned, feral. “God, you love this.”

Before I could answer, her lips traced a path down my abs, tongue warm and soft, but the delay was pure torture. She liked to see me strain, liked to see me need.

She licked the drop of precum off my tip, then straightened, licking her lips.

“Bedroom. Now.”

She didn’t ask. She commanded.

She backed me down the hallway, step by step, fingers gripping my wrists so tight I felt the pressure in my bones. The occasional framed photo, her rowing crew, a city skyline, some black-and-white art shot, flashed past as we moved.

She pushed me backwards onto a king-sized bed dressed in pale grey linen. As I landed, she straddled me, knees bracketing my hips, silk camisole barely hanging on by a thread.

Victoria didn’t waste time. She yanked the camisole off, flinging it aside to reveal the expanse of her bare torso. Her skin glowed even in the low light, sheen of sweat already breaking across her stomach.

She caught my wrists, pinning them above my head. “Keep them there,” she said, no room for doubt.

She gripped my cock in one hand, positioning herself, but paused, rubbing her pussy along my length, teasing me, her slickness smearing over my shaft.

“Is this what Sam gives you?” Victoria sneered, grinding slow.

“No,” I choked, the pleasure knifing through me. “No one does it like you.”

She smirked, pleased, then braced above me, holding my gaze as she eased down onto my cock, one slow, measured inch at a time. Her pussy was hot, wet, and greedier than anything I’d ever felt.

She took all of me, seating herself in a single motion that made us both gasp.

But she didn’t ride, not yet. She just sat there, pussy squeezing me, inner muscles fluttering, her eyes never leaving mine.

“Look at me,” she said again, refusing to break the spell. “You want to know power, West? I’ll show you what it means to really be owned.”

She started to move, slow at first, every grind drawn out to the edge of pain. Then, just when I thought she’d let me have it, she’d stop, flexing around my cock, milking me, denying the tempo I needed.

I tried to buck my hips but she pinned me, shoulder blades back, thighs clamped like a vise.

Her hair fell loose across her face as she sped up, riding me with perfect mastery, then suddenly stilled, leaving both of us teetering on the brink.

“Tell me what you want,” she demanded, shuddering against me.

I gave in, every stubborn instinct breaking. “You,” I gasped. “Only you.”

For an instant, I saw something break in her eyes, an old, battered tenderness, unshaken even by the force of her fury, as if she wanted to remember what it felt like when we could be reckless and soft at the same time. But then her hips snapped forward with a violence that erased all mercy, slamming down on me, on us, with a rhythm that could have broken bone.

Each crash of her body against mine was a dare, a challenge, a countdown to the moment one of us would finally give in. She wanted to see if she could wring the last drop of resistance out of me. She wanted to see if I’d break before she did, if I could outlast her need, or if I’d collapse under it like everyone else had before me.

The bed frame rattled. Her thighs flexed, slick and shaking, every muscle rendered in high relief by sweat and the silver light leaking in through the window. My cock pulsed inside her, and every time she ground down, she managed to clamp even tighter, like her body was determined to never let me go.

She rode me with her entire being, shoulders rolled back, mouth parted, eyes locked on mine. It wasn’t just sex, it was war. Every bounce and grind was a bullet in the firefight, every groan a line in the treaty we could never sign.

She leaned in, teeth scraping my jaw, then bit down on my neck, not enough to draw blood, but enough to make sure I’d feel her mark tomorrow, every time I looked in the mirror. She didn’t just want to own me tonight, she wanted everyone on campus to know who I belonged to.

Victoria’s hands found my wrists again, pinning them to the sheets above my head, knuckles digging in like she could hold me in place through sheer willpower. Her hair, usually a fortress of discipline, was now wild, whipping against my face, some strands caught between our mouths as she kissed me with a bruising insistence.

“Don’t look away,” she panted, barely above a whisper. “Not for a second.”

I didn’t. Couldn’t. Her stare was a live wire, shot through with need and something haunted, something I was afraid to name.

My abs clenched, fighting to keep control, but she kept changing up the tempo, fast and punishing one minute, then slow and cruel, taking me right to the edge before slamming the brakes and leaving me there, twitching and helpless. I watched it all, the sweat beading on her chest, the flush rising up her neck, the way her nipples tightened in the cold air as she arched her back, taking all of me, root to tip, until we both gasped.

She was close; I could feel her shudder every time she bottomed out. Her pace grew erratic, almost manic. Victoria was no longer the queen in her castle, she was something raw, almost feral, fighting not to let go but losing ground every second.

Then she bucked, a full-body spasm, and I felt her clamp down around my cock, pulsing in waves, her body seizing as the first orgasm ripped through her. She almost screamed, but bit the sound back, lips pressed to my jaw as her whole world seemed to shake apart in my arms.

That would have been enough for anyone else. But Victoria was greedy, she slumped forward, face an inch from mine, her hips still rolling, desperate for another. She wanted it all. Needed it all.

She let go of my wrists and grabbed my jaw, forcing me to look at her, sweat and tears mingling on her cheeks. “Don’t you dare finish before I say so,” she hissed, voice ragged and breaking.

I nodded, but I was so close it hurt. My cock throbbed, her pussy milking me, every nerve ending screaming for release. She kept riding, even as her own body threatened to go limp, refusing to surrender until she’d wrung out every last drop of satisfaction from both of us.

Suddenly, she stopped, just as I was about to lose it. She hung there, impaled, muscles fluttering, her breath shallow and wild.

“I want to feel you,” she said, voice hoarse. “All of it. Right now.”

She resumed, faster than before, hips slapping, clit pressed hard against my pelvis. The pleasure was so sharp it bordered on pain. There was nothing elegant about it anymore, just pure, ferocious need. Every inch of my skin felt scraped raw, every breath was hers to take.

She came again, this one silent, her body folding over mine, nails carving lines into my chest. I couldn’t hold back any longer. I grabbed her ass, lifting her, driving up into her as I erupted, cock buried as deep as it could go, every spasm matched by the grip of her body around me.

I don’t even remember the sound I made, only that my whole body went white-hot, my vision blanking out at the edges as I emptied myself inside her, over and over, until I thought I’d lose consciousness.

For the first time since we’d walked through her door, Victoria’s body finally gave out. She collapsed, full weight against me, breath coming in ragged bursts, sweat and tears and spit soaking both of us. She shuddered, once, twice, and then just hung there, shaking, with my cock still twitching inside her.

For a long moment, neither of us moved.

Her breath fanned my collarbone, her thighs quivering on either side of my hips. She was still on top, but the fight had gone out of her. All that was left was satisfaction, and maybe a little awe.

Above us, the city lights poured through the curtainless windows, painting us in shifting pulses of white and gold.

Victoria rolled to the side, dragging the covers over our bodies, but her fingers stayed tangled in my hair.

She didn’t speak for a while. She didn’t need to.

The message was clear: whatever happened with Sam, whatever stories the campus spun, Victoria Sinclair owned my soul tonight.

And maybe, deep down, that was exactly what I wanted.

***

The air in Victoria’s bedroom was thick with sweat, sex, and the kind of silence that only settles after mutually assured destruction.

She lay with her back to me, the line of her spine traced with moonlight. For a long time, neither of us said a word.

Then, just when I started to think she’d drifted off, Victoria spoke, voice brittle as sea glass.

“You know this isn’t just about Rush Week.”

I propped myself on one elbow, watching her profile in the half-light.

She stared up at the ceiling, jaw clenched. “Everyone thinks Sigma Epsilon always wins. That all I have to do is show up, smile, and crush the competition. But it’s never that simple. My family, my legacy… If I fail this week, everything I’ve built, my reputation, my future, goes with it.”

She rolled onto her back, letting the sheet slide down to her waist. Naked, beautiful, and for once not bothering to cover herself.

“Sam isn’t just another bitch with a squad and a budget,” Victoria said. “She wants to destroy me. Not just online. Everywhere.”

She finally looked at me, eyes shining with something raw. “When you gave her access, you didn’t just blur the lines. You handed her ammo she’ll use to wreck my world.”

I reached over, running a hand down her hair, slow and gentle. “I’m not here to sabotage you, Vic. But I won’t pretend I don’t owe Sam something, too.”

Victoria arched a brow, the skepticism back in full force. “So where does that leave us, West? You can’t serve two queens forever. Eventually, you have to choose.”

She was right, and we both knew it.

I didn’t hesitate. “I’m not backing out on my commitment to Sam. But you’ll always see my work first. Nothing I create for her will undermine what we’re building for you. Promise.”

She searched my face for a crack, and for once, she didn’t find any.

The battle lines were set, but Victoria didn’t flinch. She slid out of bed, stalked naked across the room, and rifled through her desk until she found what she wanted, a glossy, color-coded schedule so detailed it could’ve run a Fortune 500 company.

She dropped it onto my chest, the weight of it landing heavy.

“These are my requirements,” she said, voice cool again, armor slipping back in place. “Double whatever you’ve promised her. Every major event, every shoot that matters, I expect priority. If you can’t commit, say it now, and I’ll find another legend to build the house around.”

I glanced at the schedule, mind spinning. The demands were insane, triple-booked photo ops, pre-dawn meetings, social appearances that overlapped by the hour.

She was daring me to pick her, to fail, or to burn myself out trying.

I grinned, loving her for it. “I’ll make it work.”

Victoria’s smile cut through the dark, sharp and victorious. But underneath, I saw the part of her that was scared to death I’d let her down.

She climbed back on top, sheets pooling around her hips, hair loose and wild. The first round had been war. This was conquest, slow, possessive, her body fused to mine until I couldn’t tell where she ended and I began.

This time, there were no taunts, just pure, honest hunger, Victoria grinding me slow, deep inside her, mouth open, moans unfiltered. Her thighs shook as she rode me, every movement meant to prove a point.

I held her hips, letting her set the rhythm, surrendering to it.

She came hard, breath catching, her nails raking pink lines down my chest. I followed, coming deep inside her, pulse slamming through me as she collapsed on top, softer now, the fight gone.

We lay tangled for an eternity. At some point, sunrise painted the walls peach and gold, and I realized how badly I didn’t want to leave.

But I had to.

She watched me get dressed from the bed, the infamous schedule still clutched in my hand.

“As long as you deliver,” Victoria murmured, “there’s nothing they can do to take us down.”

“Consider it done,” I said.

She just smiled, rolling over, owning the bed, and me, like she’d been born to it.

When I finally slipped out the door, I still belonged to myself.

But the legend I was writing?

It was hers.


Sunshine Girls


There are houses, and then there are the kind of houses that you feel before you even touch the sidewalk. Theta Pi was the second type. The air in front slapped you with a blend of coconut sunscreen, overripe strawberries, and whatever perfume makes “let’s party” into a whole mood.

The music was cranked so loud the bass actually vibrated the front gate. As soon as I got near, the sound shifted, first a pop anthem, then something with a drop heavy enough to drown out my every thought. Someone on the balcony shrieked with laughter, three voices echoing back, and if I had to pick a word for the energy, it would’ve been contagious.

I took in the house: terra cotta and pink-streaked balconies, sun pouring off every tile, bougainvillea climbing the columns like it couldn’t wait to join the fun. A couple of girls in matching crop tops were mid-cartwheel on the lawn, and nobody seemed remotely bothered that half the Greek Row could probably see up their shorts.

There was no gauntlet of judgment, no staged tableau, just the wild, sunlit chaos of people who genuinely liked being around each other.

Sam met me at the top of the steps, perfectly on-script for her legend. She wore navy running shorts that fit like a second skin, a cropped Theta Pi tank that left her abs in clear view, and zero makeup except what the sun had painted across her cheeks. Her hair was up in a high pony, but a few strands framed her face just so, like she’d planned the casual messiness. Maybe she had.

She sized me up, head to toe, with a grin that was pure challenge.

“Welcome to where people actually live instead of pose,” Sam said, swinging the door open as if she couldn’t wait to show me what Sigma Epsilon was missing.

I glanced past her, catching the wall of color and motion beyond, and shook my head. “I thought Victoria installed snipers on every roof to keep you from having too much fun.”

Sam scoffed. “She wishes.” Then, without any warning, she grabbed my wrist and towed me inside, moving fast enough to let the door slam behind us.

The entryway was a sensory ambush. Music even louder inside, laughter ricocheting off every tile, and a riot of color that made my retinas try to process three things at once. The whole foyer glowed in shades of yellow, coral, and turquoise, with bursts of hot pink lighting that made it look like someone had bottled a sunset and shattered it all over the room.

To my left, a spiral staircase was decked with fresh flowers and more Polaroids than I could count, candid shots of girls squinting up at the sun, group hugs, pool victories, even a couple of epic faceplants. Someone had scrawled “Sunshine 4 Life” across the biggest print in gold marker.

The girls didn’t pause for our entrance. Instead, a couple of them shouted “Sam!” at the top of their lungs and sprinted over, both half-dressed in team gear. One, a petite, dark-haired gymnast with a high-wattage grin, sized me up like I was new-and-improved entertainment.

Sam didn’t miss a beat. She spun and addressed the room like she was hosting a live show.

“Alright, sunshine girls, eyes up! We’ve got West Donovan on deck today, actual legend, not a robot, so play nice.”

Jade, who I’d run into at least a dozen times since the semester started, always with that same mischievous glint in her eyes, elbowed Sam and flashed me a smile that was equal parts challenge and invitation. “Only nice if you earn it, Donovan. House policy.”

I shrugged, rolling with it. “Just documenting the moment,” I said, patting my camera bag for effect.

Jade’s bracelets jingled as she twirled a strand of her hair, eyes bright. “That’s what they all say. Until the camera’s pointed back.”

The crowd gathered fast. By the time I made it ten feet in, there were a half dozen girls swirling around, all talking at once, finishing each other’s sentences and tossing out ideas for the shoot.

Maya, the team’s flyer if I remembered right, wanted a group handstand pyramid. Dani, the squad’s social media chair, insisted on at least one classic “couch pile” shot. Two sisters were already racing to the kitchen for “emergency” touch-ups, by which they meant doing shots of something blue in martini glasses.

Sam led me to the main living area, where the furniture was pushed back to create a makeshift studio, complete with a backdrop of balloons in every shade of yellow, pink, and turquoise known to humanity. A row of ring lights were already set up, clearly not their first rodeo.

She grinned, eyes sparkling. “We don’t do subtle, if you hadn’t noticed.”

I couldn’t help but smile. “Subtle doesn’t photograph well anyway.”

Sam motioned for the girls to circle up. “Alright! We’re starting with candid, then moving to whatever wild pose Jade invents next. Nobody freak out if you end up on West’s highlight reel. That’s literally the point.”

The sisters whooped, answering with inside jokes and mock battle cries. There was no pecking order, just a current of mutual hype.

I set my camera bag on the marble counter and started pulling out lenses. Sam hovered at my elbow, watching the setup like she was laying out a game plan for the Super Bowl.

She leaned in, voice lowered. “You okay with this vibe? I know it’s not Victoria’s wine-and-white-roses thing.”

I let my fingers flick over the lens caps, relishing the chaos. “Honestly? This is my kind of rhythm.”

Sam’s smile widened, relief, maybe, or just satisfaction that her bet on me had paid off.

Within five minutes, the kitchen was full: beach hair, vintage tees, joggers slouched low on hips, even a couple of bikini tops for the sun gods. They plopped onto the couch, arms draped over each other without a speck of self-consciousness. Someone cranked the playlist even louder.

I started snapping candids right away. No warmup needed, every girl in the room seemed born ready for the lens.

No symmetry. No pre-set formations. Just the way they actually landed, Jade straddling the armrest, one girl upside down on the carpet, Sam in the center looking both in command and completely relaxed.

The only thing missing? That tension I’d felt in Sigma Epsilon, the sense that every move was a performance review.

Here, nobody seemed worried about making the house look good. They were too busy making each other laugh.

Sam made the introductions in between shots, never pausing the flow. “That’s Maya, ignore her hair, she’s always upside down. Dani’s our social wizard. You already know Jade, she’s our chaos agent.”

Jade slid her arm behind my shoulders, close enough to catch her strawberry scent. “Careful, West. Blink and you’ll be on our story for life.”

I fired back, “Just promise not to deepfake me into a cheer skirt.”

Jade’s grin turned predatory. “No promises.”

By now, the girls were showing off: piggyback rides, mock-cheer stunts, and a lot of “accidental” flirting with the camera. Sam ran with it, calling out ideas over the music.

“Let’s get a group plank contest. Winner gets bragging rights. Or at least a smoothie.”

They immediately dove for the floor, arguing about form and trash-talking in a way that would’ve given Sigma Epsilon a heart attack. I knelt for the angle, catching Jade cheating by bracing one knee on the rug and pretending not to notice.

The girls heckled her without mercy, laughter echoing off the high ceilings. Every time somebody collapsed, they landed on top of the others, turning the contest into a puppy pile.

If there was a word for the mood, it was unfiltered.

I shot burst mode, fingers flying, catching Jade’s hair flying in Sam’s face, Maya giggling so hard she nearly lost a contact, and Sam trying to maintain captain composure until Jade licked her bicep.

“You’re disgusting!” Sam shrieked, but she laughed so hard her plank gave out too.

I barely had time to reset before they swapped into a rapid-fire round of handstand competitions.

Most attempts ended with someone rolling onto the couch upside-down, feet in the air, yelling for someone else to “stick the landing.”

Dani, determined to play “events coordinator,” wrangled everyone onto the staircase for a full-squad selfie, but even then, their poses slipped from classic to total anarchy in seconds. By the fifth shot, Jade had managed to photobomb every frame with a new ridiculous face.

Sam circled back to check on me. “How’s the talent?” she teased, tossing her hair over her shoulder.

“Untouchable,” I said, and meant it. These weren’t just good shots, they were alive.

Every candid was pure gold. The shimmer off tanned shoulders, the braid of bodies crammed together on the stairs. At one point, three girls decided to have a limbo contest using a pool noodle, and I caught Sam mid-backbend, abs flexed, hair dusting the marble.

Her gaze flicked to me, and for a split second, the whole room fell away. Just her, sweat beading on her brow, blue eyes alive with joy.

Jade, never missing a beat, called out, “Donovan’s blushing, you all. Someone fan him before he overheats.”

I shot her a look, but the teasing barely slowed. If anything, they loved the banter, the back-and-forth.

We moved outside for the golden hour set. The back patio was another world, string lights overhead, pink flamingos bobbing in the pool, sunken lounge chairs ringed with girls in full-on party mode. The light was so good it looked fake.

Sam led the parade, grabbing a tray of drinks and passing them around like a cruise director. “Toast to survival and to us looking hotter than Sigma ever will.”

They cheered, clinking mismatched glasses. Jade took the opportunity to launch herself off a lounger and cannonball directly into the pool, dousing the rest of us.

I caught the action in midair, Jade’s limbs splayed and her grin pure mischief.

From there, everything moved fast. The girls chased each other around the deck, shrieking and weaving like kids on the last day of summer. The camera barely kept up.

I lost most sense of time, focused entirely on the rush. There were no rules, no scripts. Just the addictive punch of the moment.

By the end, my roll was packed: Summer-light on glistening skin, real belly-laughs, the connection between friends that didn’t need to be staged.

The final shot of the set wasn’t a formation at all. It was Sam, hair still wet, arms flung around Jade and Dani, the whole group breathless and alive. No one pulled back. No one tried to look perfect.

If Victoria ever saw these, she’d think I’d been seduced by chaos.

Maybe she’d be right.

But here’s what she’d never get: on Theta Pi turf, authenticity didn’t just win, it rewrote the rulebook.

And for the first time in a long time, I didn’t just feel like a documentarian.

I felt like I belonged in the frame.

***

If the opening hour at Theta Pi was wild, the next act was pure madness, and Jade was the ringmaster.

She started with the harmless stuff: popping into every frame, grinning over Sam’s shoulder, making bunny ears behind Dani. But it wasn’t long before she turned the dial straight past playful.

Jade lingered at the edge of the pool, nursing a bottle of mineral water. She watched the setup like she was plotting a jailbreak.

Then, as Sam herded girls together for “just one shot with everyone dry, please,” Jade tipped the bottle and let most of it splash right down her front.

The effect was instant. The thin white tee clung to her skin, turning sheer. Beneath it, the outline of her bikini top showed through, two distinct points pressing forward against the fabric, surrounded by a scatter of freckles. The gold pendant hanging between them caught the light as she shifted her weight, knowing exactly what she was doing.

Sam groaned. “Jade, seriously?”

Jade just shrugged, hands on hips, unconcerned. “Don’t blame me if your camera can’t handle the real thing,” she fired at me, eyes twinkling.

The other girls hooted and hollered. At least two of them whipped out their phones for proof, and somewhere in the blur, Jade managed to edge herself in front of my lens again, this time grabbing Maya from behind and making a big show of whispering in her ear.

I kept my focus, flipping settings for the light, not missing a beat.

But Jade was relentless.

While Sam took the lead, lining everyone up against the turquoise wall, Jade snaked around to my blind spot and leaned in, lips nearly brushing my ear.

“Victoria keeps you on a tight leash,” she whispered. “Let’s see if you can handle some actual freedom.”

I felt her words like a shot to the system, but I didn’t give her the satisfaction of a reaction.

Instead, I kept shooting, catching the girls as they tried to corral Jade and Maya into the group. Of course, Jade upped the ante, she and Maya turned toward each other and, in a blink, pulled off a fake whisper-kiss pose, their mouths close enough to swap breath.

Sam, not to be outdone, rolled her eyes and pulled Dani onto her lap, tossing her arms around her waist and mugging for the camera with a sly smirk.

That was all it took. Suddenly, every shot was wilder than the last.

Jade perched on the arm of a lounger, shirt still clinging, and dangled her legs across Sam’s lap. Maya slid in behind her, hugging her from the rear, hands splayed wide on Jade’s stomach. The rest of the girls clustered in, all touch and no shame, swapping places, doing quick-press cheek kisses with wild abandon.

It was hot, but it wasn’t staged. It felt… real. Unfiltered want and zero apologies.

Jade glanced back at me. “Are you blushing, Donovan?”

I grinned. “I’ve shot wilder. But never with this much attitude.”

She flashed her dimples and leaned back, arching her chest so the fabric barely covered her. “Document this, then,” she said, voice loaded with promise.

I obliged. Burst mode, every frame a study in contrast: the wet cling of Jade’s shirt, the curve of Maya’s hip, the flash of Sam’s abs as she flexed for the shot.

Most guys would’ve lost the thread right there, but I knew how to ride the chaos. I made the poses work for me, caught the connection, the heat, not just the nipples or the ass. The shots were daring, yeah, but never cheap.

Dani tried to nudge things back to normal, tossing out, “What about one serious face, please?” Immediately, Jade made a dramatic duckface, and half the girls shrieked with laughter, completely derailing the moment.

By now, the official “shoot” was history. Even Sam realized she’d lost all control. She looked around, surveyed the damage, wet shirts, girls lounging in each other’s laps, Jade the clear winner of the attention sweepstakes and just shook her head.

“Alright,” Sam declared, “real content time. If you want to see what Theta Pi actually looks like, get up. Dance party, now.”

She grabbed the speaker, cranked the bass, and just like that, the whole back patio exploded.

Jade was the first up, yanking off her wet shirt and spinning it overhead like a victory flag. Underneath, a sporty orange bikini top, but the point had been made.

Maya and Dani joined her, hopping from foot to foot, hair flying. Within seconds, even the sisters who’d tried to hang back were in the mix, shaking, spinning, riding the beat wherever it took them.

I lowered the camera, stunned by the shift. In Sigma Epsilon, this kind of chaos would’ve triggered a lockdown. Here? It was the main event.

Jade caught my gaze, daring me to break.

I just lifted the lens and started shooting again, capturing the kinetic magic as the line between posed and unguarded disappeared for good.

This wasn’t about status anymore.

It was about freedom.

And, damn, it was beautiful.

***

The music didn’t just blur the lines, it dissolved them.

One minute, I was working the edges, documenting the swirl of bodies and neon color. The next, I was under siege: girls everywhere, hair flicking sweat, hips rolling, feet pounding into the deck loud enough to rattle the patio furniture.

The sun was barely dipping behind the bluffs, and the light hit everything in bands of gold and peach and flamingo pink. If the universe ever queued up a music video for “youth and freedom,” this was the set.

Jade led the charge. She had already ditched her shirt entirely, bikini top gleaming, arms lifted as she dared the rest to match her moves. Maya and Dani followed, all legs and laughter, spinning each other until they nearly tumbled into the pool.

The rest of the crew poured in from the house, forming a writhing mass of color on the terrace.

I shot what I could, doing my best to keep the camera steady. But there was no containing the spectacle. Every frame was a miracle: the whip of hair lit by sunset, the flash of a bare thigh, sweat sparkling on tanned skin. Hands everywhere, clapping, high-fiving, tugging each other back into the fray.

Out of nowhere, Sam zeroed in on me.

She cut through the crowd with athlete precision, crowd parted before her. When she reached me, she didn’t bother with a warning, just slid her arms around my neck and stole the camera straight from my hands.

“Nuh-uh,” she said, grinning wickedly. “You don’t get to hide behind this anymore.”

She handed the camera off, Jade snatched it, already swapping to video mode.

Sam pressed her body to mine, hot and unyielding, hips grinding in time with the music. “You’re in our world now, baby. No getting out.”

All around, the girls cheered, clapping and egging us on. A chant started up. “West! West! West!”

Classic. Humiliating. Also? Fucking perfect.

Sam took the lead, guiding my hands to her waist, her body tight against mine. Despite the pulse of nerves in my gut, I followed her rhythm. She wasn’t just showing off, she was steering, demanding my focus in a way that nobody, not even Victoria or Summer, had managed.

The world shrank to heat, sweat, and the way Sam’s ass pressed against me every time she spun. My body woke up in a way that had nothing to do with performance anxiety, every move clashed and sparked.

Jade kept snapping shots, gunning for evidence, but I barely noticed her anymore.

Sam leaned back, blue eyes laughing as she whispered, “Still think you’re just an observer?”

“Not even a little,” I said. The words felt raw, honest.

We picked up the beat, moving in perfect sync, sometimes slow and rolling, sometimes wild, hair and arms everywhere. At one point, she practically climbed me; I caught her by the hips and spun her around, and she came down laughing, flushed and breathless.

I was aware, in the back of my brain, that every second was being immortalized. But I didn’t care. For once, I wanted to be in the shot, not just behind it.

Someone shoved a drink in my hand, something sweet and cold, and suddenly the whole house was circling us, chanting and dancing and making the moment bigger than anything I’d expected.

Jade caught my eye over the camera, and for once, didn’t try to steal the spotlight. She just grinned like she’d finally seen what she was looking for.

Sam spun me again, pulling me close, her lips nearly brushing mine. For a heartbeat, I thought she was going to kiss me, right there, in front of everyone, but she just smiled, wicked and knowing, and pressed her cheek to mine, letting our sweat and breath mix in the late afternoon air.

Nothing fake. No scripts. Just connection.

Eventually, the dance party swallowed us whole, girls grabbing each other, piggyback rides, staged splits, more bodies than I could track. The camera? It kept moving, passed from hand to hand, every girl getting her turn to shoot or be shot.

When Jade had it, she prioritized the action. Sam’s legs wrapped around my waist mid-lift, her friends cackling like this was the best prank ever. When Maya took over, she zoomed in on every real smile, catching the sweat slicked across my jaw and the flush in Sam’s cheeks.

Even the girls who claimed to hate photos ended up in the frame, arms linked, hair wild, sparkling with the kind of reckless joy you can’t buy or fake.

Somewhere in the madness, I realized the group had placed me dead center, lifting me up on their shoulders like the hero of the night.

I laughed so hard I thought I’d drop.

Jade smirked. “You’re Theta Pi’s king now, huh?”

“Just visiting,” I managed, fighting the dizzy high of all that attention.

But in that moment, I couldn’t remember ever feeling more at home.

The dance slowed, the sun dropping low and the house glowing with aftershock, everyone sprawled out on cushions or the warm tile, sweaty, tangled, bodies everywhere. The music softened, bass fading but not gone.

For a second, nobody spoke. It was just heavy breathing, post-adrenaline buzz, and the kind of silence that only comes after you’ve emptied out every drop of drama.

Sam found me again, sinking next to me on the lounge with her body pressed against my ribs. She smelled like salt and strawberries and sunshine.

I glanced over her shoulder, Jade had the camera again, but this time, she just rested it on her knees, smiling at what she’d managed to capture.

That was the moment I realized: I wasn’t just making a record of their world.

I was part of it now.

Maybe even the heart of it, for a few perfect seconds.

And damn, if that wasn’t a better legend than anything Victoria could’ve staged.

***

After the dance party died down, Theta Pi relaxed into a gentle kind of chaos, girls sprawled on towels, legs draped over each other, sipping whatever cold drinks survived the onslaught.

Sam threaded her fingers through mine and tugged me away from the crowd. We dodged around the string lights and pink pool floats, up the wide stairs to an upper terrace that overlooked the beach.

She dropped onto a lounger, pulling me next to her so close our knees touched. Over the railing, the ocean stretched out, glass-shiny, while the last daylight bled orange and gold over the horizon. The only soundtrack was distant laughter and the gulls calling it a night.

For a second, we just sat, breathing in the sunset and the leftover adrenaline.

Then Sam scooted in, phone in one hand, the other snaking around my waist.

“Can I see?” she asked, nodding at the camera in my lap.

I handed it over without hesitation, letting her scroll. As she flicked through the gallery, I caught the way her eyebrows shot up at certain shots, Jade mid-cannonball, Maya upside-down in a handstand, the blur of Sam’s own hair as she spun me on the patio.

“This is wild,” she said, honest awe coloring her voice. “You got us. Like, who we actually are.”

She turned the camera around so I could see, one shot of her, flushed and off-balance, arms wrapped around my neck in a move somewhere between wrestle and waltz. She looked alive. Vulnerable, even.

Sam didn’t say anything for a minute. She just let her thumb rest on that shot.

“You’d never see that side of me in the official team feed,” she admitted finally. “It’s all…posed, or perfect, or whatever the hell Victoria thinks women like us are supposed to look like.”

I waited her out, letting her work through it. The silence was easy, not awkward.

She dug her phone out of her shorts and flicked to a folder labeled “Nationals Prep.” A couple seconds later, she was showing me video of the GCU cheer squad, her squad, at regionals last semester. The moves were clean, the energy high, but Sam watched with a tight jaw.

“We have Nationals in three weeks,” she said, gaze zeroed on the screen. “That’s why I pulled this stunt. We’re not the top seed. Hell, some of the judges barely remember we exist. We don’t have the money or polish of some big schools, but we have…” She trailed off, searching for it.

I picked up her rhythm. “You have heart. Chemistry.”

She nodded, turning back to the camera to find another photo, the one of half the house tangled on the couch, breathless and grinning. “Exactly. But the world never sees it, because nobody knows how to actually capture it. I’ve tried hiring PR people. They just want to polish us into clones.”

She shot me a look, direct and hungry. “I want something different.”

I exhaled. The truth was, this was my kind of challenge. Hell, it was the reason I started shooting in the first place.

I flipped through the images again, letting the story tell itself, then met her gaze.

“I’ll shoot both your house and the cheer squad,” I promised. “But I do it my way, not to sell a fake narrative, but to show what’s really there. And you need to know, I’m not ditching my commitments to Victoria, or to Summer or Bella. That’s not negotiable.”

She let that sink in, studying me with the same intensity she brought to every leap and lift.

Finally, she cracked a smile. “That’s what I want. Seriously. If I needed a yes man, I’d have stuck with the old system.”

She leaned against my shoulder, warm and easy.

“I’m not asking you to choose sides, West. I’m asking you to show the world what they’re missing.”

I let that roll around in my chest for a second. The offer, the vulnerability, the complete lack of posturing.

It was new territory.

And I was all in.

***

Packing up at Theta Pi was a lot less escape-the-madhouse and a lot more winding down after the Super Bowl. Girls lounged on every available surface, phones traded back and forth like game tape, and the sunset kept melting through the open doors, painting everything in gold.

Sam helped me corral the last stray lens into its case, then zipped the bag herself with a flourish.

“I mean it,” she said, chin propped on her palm. “I’m not interested in stealing you from Victoria. That’s her game. I just want to add something to the mix that she or Summer or Bella never could.”

She was talking about way more than the photo shoot and we both knew it.

She swept her arm at the house, still humming with leftover life. “I get why you like the Sigma Epsilon vibe, perfection, control, the legacy thing. But here? This is about possibility. Fun, mess, the rush of not knowing how it’ll all shake out.”

I nodded, slinging the strap across my chest. “It’s not lost on me.”

Sam’s smile was softer than normal, and for a second, I saw past the captain to something more vulnerable. “I don’t want competition. I want collaboration, West. Let the world see you can do both.”

I couldn’t help but respect the move. One hundred percent transparency, no games, just what she wanted.

“That’s a deal,” I said, voice low. We sealed it with a hug that lingered just a little longer than it needed to.

As we pulled apart, Jade came up, a little less bounce in her step but no less intensity.

She eyed me, not with the usual side-eye, but something close to admiration. “You surprised me today. Thought Victoria had you on permanent loan to the marble palace. But you brought your own heat.”

She fidgeted with her bracelets, a nervous energy peeking through. “Look, when Sigma Epsilon tries to drag you back to their photo museum, don’t forget who showed you what freedom feels like.”

She punctuated it with a wink, but the message was clear.

“Wouldn’t dare forget,” I told her.

Packing the last tripod, I paused at the edge of the terrace and took one long look back. The house glowed in sunset and string lights, music drifting on the breeze, girls curled up together like the best kind of family. It was authentic, even in the mess, a place where hiding wasn’t even on the menu.

I hit the path down the hill with the bag slapping against my hip. On the street, Greek Row was shifting into evening mode, frat guys prepping for parties, beanbags and coolers piled on porches, lights flicking on one by one.

I stopped at a bench by the curb, thumbed through the shots, and let the difference sink in.

Sigma Epsilon: every photo like a magazine edit. Gloss, geometry, stately and flawless.

Theta Pi: life in motion, blurred edges, actual joy captured in every second. Color, connection, chaos. And somehow, both worlds felt legit in their own way.

My phone buzzed, Victoria, clockwork as ever.

UPDATE ASAP? 100 SHOTS BY TONIGHT OR I’LL LOSE MY MIND.

A second later, another text popped up.

Sam, already in planning mode: You in for 8AM to shoot our cheer practice? Bring extra cards. Jade says she has “ideas.”

I grinned, not even a hint of dread in my chest. For the first time since this mess started, I didn’t feel pulled between rivals. I felt locked in, artist, legend, and the only guy who could pull off both extremes at once.

Instead of anxiety, I felt focus.

Maybe that’s what real kings get, the power to write the story on their own terms.

The night air was salty and new, and as I strolled toward home, I could already taste the next round of legend in my mouth.

Bring it on.


Private Session


There’s a quiet that settles over the cliff house at night, the kind you can’t buy even with a full-ride scholarship and a vintage camera. The walls kept out everything but the ocean. It was all sound: the hush and roar, the glass rattle when the wind kicked up, the slow, contented sigh of old beams that had seen a hundred perfect storms.

I dropped my bag by the door and went straight for the battered oak table by the window. The cove outside glowed blue-black under a sickle moon, and the surf rolled steady, steady enough to imagine none of the day’s drama meant shit, not up here.

My laptop hummed and the first shot up was pure Sigma Epsilon: Victoria’s girls in formation, every strand of hair on script, lips parted in identical half-smiles, skin flawless even before I tweaked the color balance. The backdrop, manicured and stately, banished memories of the chaos Sam had brought roaring onto the quad.

I flipped screens, jacked the brightness. Theta Pi’s girls leapt out of the dark, all sun and sweat and “fucking try to keep up.” Sam front and center, abs and attitude, Jade midair behind her, a blur of color and wet hair that somehow made the polished shots before it look, well, flat.

I toggled back and forth, letting my eyes recalibrate. If Victoria and her house were order, Sam was pure entropy. The pixels didn’t lie. Sigma Epsilon’s set might land in Vogue, but the Theta Pi photos looked like life, the kind strangers might save to their camera rolls and wish they were there.

I worked both. Dialed micro-adjustments, shadows and highlights, refusing to let myself phone it in for either. The blue hour outside deepened, and my inbox pinged with Victoria’s schedule, followed by a string of emojis from Sam—fire, camera, and a triple peach squeeze that made me laugh out loud. The campus drama was relentless, but in here, the only stories that mattered were the ones I could shape on this screen.

My shoulders dropped. I’d never had any interest in picking sides. I wanted it all, the beauty, the chaos, the myth of controlling my own legend.

A sharp knock at the door snapped me out of the edit.

Nobody ever knocked here. Most people texted, or yelled up from the stairs. This knock? Calm, no hurry, like the person on the other side knew I’d come.

I padded barefoot across the tile, one hand absently smoothing my hair. I opened the door.

Bella stood on the threshold, framed by the spray-whipped night. She wore loose linen pants rolled at the ankles, no shoes, and a thin ivory sweater that hugged her curves in a way that felt effortless, not planned. Her hair looked freshly attacked by the wind, curling wild around her face, and beads of salt dotted her skin. She didn’t seem to notice or care.

“Bonsoir,” she said, voice low as tidewater. “I needed to escape before I lost my mind. May I come in?”

She didn’t wait for an answer, just glided inside, dripping casual confidence all over my battered entryway.

“Rough night?” I asked, watching the way she left beach sand on the doormat.

She shot me a look, blue eyes sharp and bright. “Victoria’s strategy meetings never end. After four hours I realized, if I did not leave, I would strangle someone.”

I laughed, ushering her deeper into the house. “Coffee?”

Bella pulled a face, the most expressive I’d seen her all year. “Tea, please. Something real, not that chamomile trash from the student café.”

I obliged. The kitchen was half designer, half leftover surf shack. Gleaming appliances, but nicks in the wood from years of clumsy hands and parties I never talked about. I put on water, rummaged for the stash of loose-leaf she’d liked the last time she visited.

She wandered toward my work table and, within seconds, had zeroed in on the laptop and array of memory cards scattered across the surface.

Bella was never in a rush. She perched on the edge of the table, toes dangling, and scrolled with one fingertip, pausing only when something caught her academic eye.

“You shoot them very differently,” she mused softly, not looking up. “Victoria’s world is clean. Controlled. Almost like advertising. But Sam’s?” She flicked through the shots. “The colors, the movement—c’est vivant. Alive.”

I leaned on the counter, half-listening as the kettle burbled. “They each wanted a myth. Guess I had to build one for both.”

She smiled, but didn’t quite laugh. “No. You did not just build the myth. You became it. Look.” She turned the screen so I could see, one shot of Sam mid-twist, laughter frozen, skin slick with sun and pool water, then another of Victoria’s girls, regal, untouchable, the air almost humming with power.

“See? Sam’s house, they always touch. The hands, the gaze, always connection. Victoria’s? Distance. They are statues, not women. But you… you are the only one in both frames.”

She pointed to the corner of a shot where I’d caught my own shadow in the glass behind Sigma Epsilon’s careful formation. In the Theta Pi images, I was reflected back in sunglasses, in someone’s phone screen, even in the arc of a water splash at the pool.

I let her words hang in the air. She was right, even if it made my skin prickle to be seen that clearly.

“Does it matter?” I asked, voice low.

Bella shrugged, still scrolling. “Only if you want it to. But it is interesting, no?”

I poured the tea, two cups, steaming, the way she liked, then joined her at the table. She accepted the mug without a word but watched me over the rim as she sipped.

The room went quiet again, just the ocean and the gentle whirr of the laptop fan.

I studied her face. On campus, Bella played reserved, almost clinical. Here, out of the wind and scrutiny, she looked softer and more dangerous, someone who didn’t just see details, she catalogued them, every shift in your mood, every half-edited impulse.

She flipped my laptop back, toggling side-by-side between Sigma Epsilon and Theta Pi.

“You realize,” she said, “if you show these to Victoria, she will say the images are too passionate. If you show them to Sam, she will complain about the ones that look posed.” Bella smiled, a sly curl to her lips. “And yet, they both want you, yes?”

I shrugged, unsure if it was a confession or just good manners.

Bella kicked her feet against the wood, thinking. “What is it like to be the center of such…attention?”

I laughed. “Depends on the day. Today? I’d trade it for a solo surf session and no notifications for a week.”

She grinned at that, eyes dancing.

Her gaze drifted back to the screen, not as a critic, but as someone genuinely fascinated by how people built and destroyed their own stories. For a second, I saw what the world must look like to her, systems, patterns, the way American girls and their traditions clashed and spiraled out.

I sipped my tea, letting the warmth settle me.

“Does it ever bother you?” she asked quietly.

I considered lying, but there was no point. “Only when I realize I can’t make everyone happy. Or when I start losing myself in the gig.”

Bella nodded, like this confirmed some private theory.

She reached across, fingertips brushing my hand. “Then you need to remember why you started. Not for Victoria, not for Sam. For you.”

Her touch lingered, electricity barely there, but enough to remind me that sanctuary only lasted so long before the tides changed again.

We sat in comfortable silence. She sampled the tea, satisfied, and let her gaze drift toward the open window where moonlight flicked silver onto the surf.

I watched the play of light across her face, the angle of her jaw, the salt still drying on her neck. She was the only one of the girls who’d ever made the trek up here solo, not to impress, not to win, just to be away from the endless game.

When she next spoke, her voice was softer. “You work too hard.”

My mouth quirked. “You sound like my dad.”

Bella shook her head. “No. He tells you to relax. I tell you, sometimes, you have to break the myth to find out what is true.”

I didn’t have an answer for that.

The house creaked in the wind. The ocean performed its usual magic. For the first time all day, my heart rate eased.

If there was a better reminder of balance, I hadn’t found one yet.

Tea steamed in our hands, the edits glowed on the laptop, and for a few minutes, campus drama belonged to another universe.

Which, given how Bella watched me, was probably exactly what she’d planned.

***

Bella had always been an observer, the kind who took in everything and filed it away for later. As the tea lost its steam and the wind picked up outside, she turned her attention not to the mug in her hands, but to the chaos on my screens.

A single glance, and she was back at my laptop, flicking through Chrome tabs and buried folders with the deftness of someone who had written their own code. She didn’t ask permission, just scrolled.

Victoria’s master schedule was still open, a color-coded hellscape that started at 6:15 a.m. every day and didn’t let up until midnight. Yellow highlights for mandatory photo ops. Red for “critical deliverables.” Whole blocks, double- and triple-booked, with my name stamped in bold.

Bella arched a brow, unimpressed. “She expects a lot from you.”

Before I could answer, my phone buzzed again, a red bubble so intense it was almost radioactive. Sam’s name, three new texts in as many minutes. Bella picked up the phone, studied the preview screen, and let a half-smile flicker across her lips.

First message: a peach emoji, followed by a photo of Sam biting into one, juice down her chin and a wink for the camera.

Second: another candid from cheer practice, Sam’s legs in the air mid-stunt, thighs flexed, the caption pure double entendre.

Third: “If you’re not thinking of me right now, you’re lying. See u at 8am, legend. Bring extra batteries ;)”

Bella swiped a thumb through the feed, then held the phone up so I couldn’t miss the verdict.

“You realize they’re both claiming territory,” she said, voice calm but loaded. “But you, mon cher, are the contested land.”

I nearly choked on my sip of tea. “That blunt, huh?”

She set the phone down gently, blue eyes pinning me. “It is not an insult, West. It is just…observation. Victoria corners you with schedule, with tasks. Sam, she uses charm and a little provocation. But neither is asking what you want. Are you aware?”

The question sat in the air between us, heavier than any ocean fog.

I thought about bullshitting, something witty, a joke to deflect. But Bella didn’t give me the space. She waited.

“I thought I could maintain boundaries,” I admitted, voice rougher than I liked. “Keep it pro with Sam, honor what I have with Vic. With all of you.”

Bella considered, then shook her head. “Boundaries are illusions we create to feel safe. Sometimes breaking them is necessary to understand what we truly want.”

She said it simple, certain, like she was quoting a law of physics.

I watched her, unsure what would happen next.

She stood, tea forgotten, and stepped into my space. Her hands found my face, cool and soft, and she kissed me.

Not the American version, no hesitation, no ask for permission. It was deliberate, as if she was testing a theory, seeing what might catch.

Her mouth tasted like black tea and salt. She deepened the kiss by degrees, slow but exploratory, her tongue tracing the seam of my lips before she broke away, eyes never leaving mine.

“See?” Bella murmured, voice a little husky now. “Nothing terrible happened.”

She took my hand and led me out of the kitchen, down the hall toward the bedroom at the back of the house. She didn’t rush. If anything, every step was more confident, more sure.

I followed, pulse picking up, energy shifting from careful analysis to something way more primal.

Inside the bedroom, moonlight spilled across the old pine floor and the giant, unmade bed. Bella turned, slid her hands up my chest, and started unbuttoning my shirt. Methodical. Each pop of a button was measured, precise, her fingers nimble and warm.

She kept eye contact the whole time, the corners of her mouth curled in silent amusement at how easy it was to unsettle me, the so-called campus legend.

“I want to try something,” she said, her accent thickening just a hair. “In France, we understand that physical pleasure and emotional connection exist on separate spectrums. Sometimes they align, sometimes they diverge.”

Her tone was part scientist, part seductress. She finished with the last button and brushed the shirt off my shoulders, leaving me bare-chested.

She stepped back, eyeing me like I was both experiment and artwork.

Bella’s hands lingered at my belt. “Tonight, I want you to feel. Not to think, not to analyze. Yes?”

I nodded, but she was already smiling, satisfied.

She pressed her body to mine, mouth returning for another kiss, deeper, slower, the kind that made my knees soften. Then she broke away, and with a gentle but unarguable grip, guided me backwards until the backs of my thighs hit the edge of the bed.

Bella eased me down onto the mattress, standing over me with the kind of confidence I’d only ever seen in late-night Paris films.

She straddled my hips, sweater still on, hair wild, cheeks flushed from the walk and the switch in atmosphere.

“You do not have to choose, West,” she said, voice barely a whisper. “But you do have to let go.”

She reached for the hem of her sweater, pausing just long enough to see if I’d try to stop her.

I didn’t.

She smiled.

And that’s how she started the night, not as a guest, or even a lover, but as a woman determined to teach me something about the art of surrender.

My hands, useless for once, landed on her thighs, waiting.

Bella’s next move was pure European. She didn’t rush, didn’t perform. She made every movement feel as natural as breathing.

She pulled her sweater over her head, hair tumbling out in a dark cascade. The black lace I’d seen before still made my breath catch, how her breasts strained against it, creating that familiar valley of shadow I’d traced with my fingers, my mouth. No matter how many times I’d watched this ritual of revelation, something about tonight made it feel like the first discovery. Maybe it was the moonlight catching the edge of her collarbone, or the way she held my gaze, knowing exactly what the sight of her did to me, even now.

She watched my reaction, lips parted, chest rising and falling just a touch faster.

I reached for her waist, but she caught my wrists, pinning them to the bed beside my head.

“Not yet,” she whispered, mouth right next to my ear. “Tonight, I lead. I want to study you.”

Her words sent a spark straight to my core. I let her have her way.

She undressed me the rest of the way, slow and unapologetic. If she was nervous, she didn’t show it. Every touch was intentional, as if mapping my body for some private archive.

When I tried to flip us, Bella pressed me flat, strength in her arms earned through years of surfing.

“Non,” she said, a hint of laughter threading the word. “Tonight, you are the subject.”

The shift in power was addicting. I lay back, breath shallow, letting her set the pace.

She ran her hands over my skin, fingertips tracing lines down my chest, over my shoulders, pausing at every scar or freckle like it told her a secret about who I was.

Her mouth followed, lips and tongue exploring territory she’d just claimed. She kissed my throat, my collarbone, biting gently at my jaw before moving lower.

Finally, she paused, hair falling around her face, and just stared at me, blue eyes wide and honest.

“This is what Americans never understand,” Bella murmured, voice husky. “To want is not always to own. We can want many things at once. Sometimes, the craving for pleasure is the only truth.”

She let go of my wrists, but her gaze dared me to move.

I didn’t. I wanted to see what she’d do.

Bella smiled, wicked this time, and pressed her lips to mine again, harder. Then she broke away, rolling her shoulders as if shaking off the last remnants of reserve.

Her command was total, but not unkind. She wanted to test us both.

She guided my hands to her hips, then lower, to the tops of her thighs, under the soft linen. The waistband slid down, revealing matching black lace underneath.

“Do you see?” she asked, voice trembling now. “We do not need to pretend.”

She pressed my palms to her skin and sighed, hips riding forward. The heat between us spiked, but she kept it in check, managing her own arousal like a conductor at the podium.

The anticipation was excruciating.

Bella brought her lips back to my ear. “You do not have to be perfect for anyone,” she whispered. “Just real.”

With that, she shifted us fully onto the bed, crawling up until she hovered over me, her hair a dark curtain, her chest heaving.

Her touch was both a question and an answer.

Tonight, she didn’t want theory, or boundaries, or campus politics.

She wanted me.

And I was helpless to resist.

***

Bella’s transformation was something to behold. She’d gone from cultural anthropologist dissecting my love life to living, breathing evidence that theory only got you so far.

She pressed me down into the mattress, her thighs bracketing my hips, the heat of her skin burning through that thin slip of lace she wore like a dare. Her hair cascaded forward, framing us both in the silvery wash of moonlight. For the briefest second, I thought about making a move, taking control, but she read the intention before I’d even shifted my weight.

“Non,” Bella whispered, voice sultry and forbidden. She pressed my wrists into the sheet, hard enough to hold me, not so hard it hurt. “Tonight, I study you.”

So that’s how it was going to be.

She moved methodically, lips tracing my jaw, the hollow of my throat, biting gently at the place where my pulse beat loudest. Her fingers feathered down my chest, mapping every muscle, each hitch in my breath. She paid attention to what made me shiver, what drew a gasp, what left me aching for more.

When she reached my abs, she paused, eyes glinting with mischief.

“Too many perfect abs on this campus,” she said, accent sharpening. “I like yours better. Real. They twitch when you want something.”

Before I could shoot back a line, her mouth was on me, licking a slow, sinuous trail down to my waistband. She straightened, reached behind her back, and unhooked her bra with a practiced flick. The black lace fell away, revealing full, perfect breasts that swayed gently with her breathing, the kind of natural movement silicone could never replicate. She leaned forward again, her nipples hardened in the cool air, breasts swinging freely as she peeled away the last of my clothes, exposing me to her unhurried gaze.

My cock stood at full attention, leaking already, but she didn’t rush to claim her prize. Instead, Bella stroked along my thighs, her nails skimming just barely enough to raise goosebumps, then traced circles higher, teasing, light as a passing wave.

She watched my face, searching for every flicker of tension.

“Do you like being watched, West?” she murmured, voice dark velvet. “Do you like giving up control?”

I grinned, breathless. “With you? Maybe.”

She rewarded the honesty by wrapping one hand around my cock, squeezing slow, so slow it almost drove me crazy. She pumped once, twice, her thumb brushing my tip, gathering a bead of precum and spreading it down my shaft.

If she’d gone any slower, I might have begged.

Instead, I let her own the rhythm, letting my hips lift instinctively to meet her touch.

Bella released me and shifted, rolling her own pants down and off, lace panties flashing in the moonlight. She left them on, as if to remind me of the power she held.

She slid up my body, her core pressing over my cock, heat radiating through the thin strip of fabric. She rolled her hips, grinding against me, teasing herself as much as me.

“Feel this?” she whispered. “I am so wet for you.”

She reached for my hand, guiding it between her thighs.

“Here,” she said, pressing my fingers over her pussy, letting me feel the slick warmth through lace. “Comme ça.”

Her accent thickened as I explored her, stroking the soaked panel and tracing the outline of her lips beneath. She rode my hand, grinding down until the friction made her breath catch.

I tried to pull her panties aside, eager to taste her, but she pinned my arm to the mattress.

“Not yet,” Bella said, voice trembling with restrained need. “I want more. I want you to want.”

She shimmied down, planting both hands on my chest, then took me in her other hand, lining my cock up with the damp, dark center of her panties.

The wetness had soaked straight through. My cock slipped between her folds, not inside, but pressed against her clit, the lace adding just a whisper of friction.

She rocked back and forth, eyes locked on mine, the movement slow but loaded. Her hips set the tempo, each pass bringing me closer to the edge.

“Bella,” I groaned, reaching for her, but she shook her head.

“You give up control, remember?”

She ground harder, her clit catching on the crown of my cock at every pass, the pressure building with every glide.

She moaned, low and desperate, and the sound shot straight through me.

Her free hand found my jaw, nails digging in. “You want to fuck me, yes?”

I nodded, power stripped away.

She smiled, a wicked glint in her eye, then finally moved, peeling her underwear off and tossing them aside without ceremony.

She poised above me, then lowered onto my cock in one greedy motion. She took all of me, raw and unguarded, her pussy tight and hot and clenching so hard it felt like she wanted to keep me forever.

Bella didn’t bounce or flutter. She rode slow, deep, grinding her pelvis into mine in slow figure-eights, every thrust a deliberate challenge.

I bucked, needing more, but she tightened her grip on my wrists, keeping me helpless beneath her.

She started to rock faster, the French coming out in gasps and half-formed commands.

“Plus fort, West. Oui, comme ça. Tu me rends folle—” her words dissolved into a whimper.

She leaned down, kissing me hard, tongue thrusting into my mouth in time with her hips.

The sensation was overwhelming. Every squeeze of her pussy, every desperate gasp, every time she clamped down and rolled her hips, it pushed me closer to the edge.

I tried once more to flip us, wanting to drive into her, but she just laughed, pinning me even harder.

“Non. Je te l’ai dit,” Bella panted, sweat beading on her brow. “Tonight, I am in control.”

She released my wrists just long enough to rake her nails down my chest and sides, leaving hot, stinging trails. The pain just heightened the pleasure.

She sat up straight, tossing her hair back, and rode me with reckless abandon, her breasts bouncing, nipples hard in the cold air.

“Touch me, West,” she begged, guiding my hand to her clit. “Now. Ici.”

She ground her clit against my fingers, the rhythm wild now, losing all pretense of slow. Her walls clenched and fluttered, drawing me closer with every pulse.

“Oh, fuck, Bella—”

It was like nothing I’d ever felt, like nothing I’d ever been allowed to feel. Bella cut me off in mid-curse, slamming her hips down with a force so primal it felt like she was trying to break me open and pour herself inside. She came apart, body jerking, abs clenched and trembling, voice cracking wide in a raw, guttural cry that had none of Sam’s athletic yelps or Victoria’s breathy crescendos. This was pure and elemental, a wild animal sound, half-laugh, half-sob, all surrender.

“Oui, oui, je viens—oh, mon dieu—” she gasped, the French spilling out of her in a litany of need as her pussy clamped down on my cock, spasming over and over until I thought she might never stop.

Her hair fell in a tangled curtain around my face, sweat sticking the strands to her cheeks. She collapsed on top of me, a shivering weight, her breath wet and panting in my ear. For a heartbeat, she was just limp, breathless, all strength gone. Then the aftershocks hit and she shuddered again, her thigh muscles locking around my hips as another wave of sensation rolled through her.

That was it for me. The control I’d tried so hard to keep just splintered apart. I grabbed her hips, fingers digging in deep, and thrust up, once, twice, until I couldn’t hold back any longer. I came so hard I thought I’d black out, every muscle tight and burning, my vision white at the edges. I felt the heat of it, the pulse and flood, the helpless, nasty need to fill her until nothing was left inside me. I held her there, locked to my body, gasping through the overload.

Neither of us spoke. The only sounds were the wet slap of skin and the frantic, uneven breathing, her chest crushed against mine, her nails biting into my shoulders. The air around us was heavy with sex, sweat, and the faint tang of salt from her skin.

We stayed like that, fused and shaking, for a long, endless moment. I could feel her heartbeat against me, fast and wild, and the subtle after-tremors in her body as her orgasm slowly ebbed away. She pressed her forehead to my jaw, hiding her face, and for a moment all I could do was clutch her tighter, afraid that if I let go she’d dissolve into starlight or memory.

Finally, Bella exhaled, a shaky, almost disbelieving laugh. “Merde,” she whispered, voice hoarse. “I did not expect that.”

I kissed the side of her head, running one hand up her spine, soothing the shudders as they faded. “Me neither,” I managed, still breathless. My cock was still inside her, and we were both so slick it felt like we’d melted together at the seams.

She shifted, just enough to look down at me, her face still flushed and eyes glassy with the afterglow. Her lips were red from biting them, pupils blown wide and dreamy. She looked at me like I was the only thing in the room, maybe the only thing on earth.

“I was right,” she murmured, tucking a limp strand of hair behind her ear. “You are perfect when you are not trying to be perfect.”

The words landed somewhere deep, a spot I tried to keep hidden. I wanted to argue, to tell her about all the ways I wasn’t, but Bella just put a finger to my lips and shook her head.

“Shh,” she said. “Just exist.”

I did, for her.

We lay there, tangled and sticky, her breath slowing, my pulse finally coming down. The moon had drifted higher, light spilling through my window and painting her bare back in blue and silver. I thought about all the things I was supposed to be, surfer, photographer, kingmaker, lover, shadow to everyone’s story, and for once, I didn’t care.

In that room, in that bed, we’d broken every boundary, every polite pretense, every carefully arranged American rule.

There was nothing left but sensation and the quiet miracle of being exactly what the other person needed.

Bella shuddered with aftershocks, breath fanning my jaw, nails digging in so hard they’d leave marks for days.

I stroked her back, letting my hands memorize every line of her, every muscle softening in the aftermath.

She nuzzled into my neck, giggling softly in disbelief.

“That was…” she started, but words failed.

Perfection didn’t cover it.

Neither did chaos.

What we’d found was something entirely different, two people letting go, no scripts, no boundaries, just sensation and truth.

I held her until her ragged breathing slowed, until her body melted into mine.

Outside, the wind rattled the windowpanes and the sea kept rolling.

Inside, Bella finally let the scientist go, and for once, just existed, raw and unguarded, in my arms.

***

If afterglow had a soundtrack, tonight it was the hush of our heartbeats, Bella’s breath slowing as she lay half across my body, her curves pressed to my side and one leg tangled over mine. The sheets had slipped low, and neither of us had the energy or urge to fix it.

For a while, we said nothing. She just traced idle circles across my chest, her nails gentle but insistent, as if hunting for hidden patterns under the skin.

Then, because she could never leave a mystery alone, Bella sighed and spoke, voice soft but pointed.

“They are creating unnecessary opposition, you know. Victoria sees only hierarchy, top, bottom, constant power struggle. Sam sees only freedom, always trying to break the structure. But neither understands balance.”

I stared at the ceiling, letting her words settle. She was right. It was so obvious, I’d missed it.

I hesitated, debating how much to share. With Bella, honesty always felt safer, but not effortless.

“I’m in deeper than I planned,” I admitted. “Victoria’s using me to maintain control; Sam’s using me to disrupt it. And I’m letting both happen because I’m drawn to both worlds and both women.”

Bella nodded, not smug, just accepting.

She slid out of bed, hair a wild halo, and padded naked across the cool floor, completely at ease. She grabbed her phone from where she’d left it in the kitchen, then returned, flipping onto the mattress beside me. The light from the screen cast her in blue shadows.

She opened a file, some kind of network diagram, names and arrows, houses and hashtags all woven together. At the center, in bold: my name.

“You see opposition because that’s the American way,” Bella explained, tapping the screen. “But in Europe, we study systems. Networks. I do not see two warring queens. I see a campus ready for new rules.”

She zoomed in, showing how Sigma Epsilon’s influence was all lines of command, rigid, closed loops. Theta Pi, wild, branching, decentralized. But there, in the middle, was me, the only node with links to both. Every major player’s arrow pointed toward my name, as if the campus drama couldn’t function without me in the mix.

She turned, pressing her bare body against my shoulder, not even a hint of self-consciousness.

“You could be the bridge, West. Not the king Victoria wants, or the rebel Sam adores. Something better. The one they all orbit.” Her finger danced over the digital map, connecting houses and social clusters that had never so much as swapped study notes.

The logic was breathtaking.

She swiped to the next page, outlines and bullet points, showing how I could host joint events, flip rival parties into photo-ops, use my legend status to build rather than destroy. “Integration, not elimination,” she said, as though this should’ve been obvious.

I let the brilliance of it sink in.

“Why me?” I asked, almost a whisper.

Bella grinned, rolling onto her stomach, propping her chin on her hand. “Because you belong to no one and everyone. You do not chase power, so power flocks to you. Victoria can never win if you leave; Sam cannot disrupt without your energy at the center. You are the axis.”

I snorted, kind of awed, kind of terrified. “You make it sound like I have a choice.”

She kissed my shoulder, lips warm against fading bruises. “That’s the point, mon cher. Most people never realize they can change the system. They just get caught in it.”

I looked at the web of names, the dizzying connections.

The feeling was liberating, and suddenly, I didn’t feel trapped in a tug of war. I saw a path forward, even if it meant breaking every rule I’d used to keep the universe balanced.

Bella watched my face, her own expression open and full of something close to pride.

“I don’t know if I’m ready,” I confessed.

She shrugged. “No one is ever ready. But that’s what makes legends, non?”

We lay there, her hand gentle on my chest, reality and possibility colliding in a way that felt strangely hopeful.

***

The second time around, everything felt different.

Bella slipped under the covers and pressed herself along my side as if her body was always meant to fit there. Her hair tickled my chest, her hand found mine, and she let out a sigh that was all contentment, no calculations, just comfort.

She flicked the phone off, plunging us into the magic hour between midnight and sunrise, that sweet spot where secrets seemed possible and consequences a million miles away.

Her breath warmed my ear. “Victoria and Sam are not so different, you know. Both want to be seen, to be felt. But one wants the world to believe she is untouchable, the other needs everyone to see behind the curtain. They need someone to show them how to do both.”

I let her words pour over me. Bella was more than a collaborator, she was the only one who didn’t fear what she might find when she stripped everything down.

We moved together, slow and lazy at first, hands wandering, exploring every old bruise and new spark between us. The second time was less about hunger, more about savoring the connection. Bella rolled on top, her hips rolling in slow, hypnotic waves, her lips never far from mine.

She whispered against my jaw, “Perhaps next time I should bring Summer. She sees patterns in motion that I see in stillness. You would like this, yes?”

I shivered, then grinned. “You think you can handle both of us?”

Bella bit my shoulder, just a playful nip. “I am French. We invented ménage à trois.”

We laughed, and the tension faded into something softer. She slid down, guiding my cock inside her, this time taking her time, pausing at the edge of every thrust to chase the pleasure a little longer. Her breath fanned my face, her hands wandered everywhere, and the slow build made my whole body ache.

She rode me with all the focus she brought to her theories, never once breaking eye contact. At times, she stilled completely, just enjoying the feeling of my cock buried deep. Other times, she moved, a gentle grind that sent both of us up together, perfectly in sync.

I ran hands along her hips, loving the way her body flexed and tightened around me.

She was getting close, I felt it in the tremble of her thighs, the way her pupils blew wide. This time, when she came, her voice was low, urgent, a string of French that could have been poetry or a curse.

I followed, the orgasm rolling over me like a wave, taking my breath with it.

We collapsed, sweat slick and still linked.

For a while, we didn’t move.

When the world edged back in, Bella gave me a long look, equal parts affection and challenge. She was the only woman I’d met who could be open and competitive at the same time, always testing limits, always hoping I’d do the same.

We drifted into half-sleep, her hand snug on my chest, her leg draped over my hip.

Just before dawn, she stirred. No drama, no prelude. Bella just slid out of bed, gathered her clothes, and dressed in the half-light. She was efficient but elegant, not bothering to tame her hair or find missing jewelry.

By the time I propped myself on one elbow, she was already at the door, bathed in the softest, first rays of sunrise.

She glanced back, lips curving. “In French literature, the most interesting character is never the one who chooses between worlds. It’s always the one who creates a new world altogether.”

She crossed the room, claimed my mouth with a kiss that was gentle but loaded, a dare and a promise at once.

Then she was gone, footsteps light on the old wood, vanishing into the haze of morning.

I sat in bed, sheets still warm, Bella’s words spinning in my head. Maybe she was right. Maybe the real win wasn’t picking a side, it was finding a way no one else had even considered.

The sun broke over the ocean, the first gold rippling across the glass.

Out there, the campus was already prepping its next power play.

But in here, legend was being rewritten from scratch.

And this time, I was going to write every damn line.


Practice Like a Legend


If there’s a sexier way to start a day than walking into Olympus with a camera bag and a sense of purpose, I hadn’t found it.

The GCU Athletic Complex was dead quiet at sunrise. All golden light and hush, like the whole building was holding its breath, waiting for the legends to show up. The glass walls reflected the ocean and the endless possibilities of the morning, floors buffed to a mirror shine. My sneakers squeaked as I crossed to the practice hall, too early even for the trainers or the nutritionists to be in.

Inside, the main gym yawned open, five times bigger than anything in my old town. Blue mats taped down in perfect rows. Rows of benches. Ceiling lights rigged to mimic natural dawn, which meant if you were here early, you felt like you ruled the world.

I set my gear by the edge of the mat, triple-checked batteries, then lined up lenses for every possible angle. Nationals was less than a month off, and Sam had told me in no uncertain terms that “good enough” wouldn’t cut it. I’d stayed up half the night prepping shot lists, visualizing the stunts and the way the bodies would arc, twist, and freeze in the air like the laws of gravity had taken a coffee break.

I ran a hand through my hair, trying and failing to shake off the lingering traces of Victoria’s perfume. Her schedule was still on my phone, taunting me with its color-coded blockades. But here, with the mats and the sunlight and the faint, sharp scent of fresh gym air, I got to start clean.

A single door clacked open. The sound echoed.

Sam strode in. Early, as promised, 7:55 a.m. on the nose. She moved with that blend of athlete confidence and campaign trail energy. Today, she wore navy leggings that gripped her legs tight and a cropped white tank with THETA PI stenciled across the chest. Her abs flexed with every step, not a hint of self-consciousness in her stride. Hair up, high ponytail, not a shimmer out of place.

She clocked my setup in one long glance, then grinned.

“You didn’t over-sleep. I’m impressed.”

I laughed, grabbing my favorite lens. “You said you wanted legendary, Captain. Legendary doesn’t hit snooze.”

She shot me a look, something hungry and aimed. “I need fifteen for my squad to get here. Come on, I’ll show you what we’re really after.”

Before I could volley back, Sam grabbed my wrist and tugged me onto the mat with her. The texture was stiff beneath my sneakers, giving just enough to remind you every inch had been engineered for max performance.

She spun to face me, close enough to smell her shampoo, citrus and adrenaline, if that’s a thing. Sam didn’t waste time. She pointed at the ceiling rigging.

“We want the lifts to look suspended, right? Like we’re flying, not just pushing off the ground. But you have to get the tension. Nobody ever does, they just catch the finish.”

She planted her feet, close enough our shins nearly brushed.

“Give me your hands.”

I hesitated, and she rolled her eyes. “The team needs to see the angles, too. You’re my base.”

She placed my hands on her hips, palms to skin, just above her waistband. The heat of her body shot straight through me, and I tried to focus on the work.

“You need to feel the tension in the body to capture the moment of maximum extension,” she said, gaze locking onto mine like this was a test I couldn’t afford to fail.

She flexed, hard, core snapping to life. Her stomach went taut, and the muscles under my fingers changed from inviting softness to corded steel.

“There,” Sam said, holding the pose. “That’s the moment. Shots that matter don’t happen after, it’s right now.”

Her body arched, deliberate, chest forward, spine straight, and for a second, it was hard to remember that the other legends on campus were even in the running. Sam’s focus hit like a shot of tequila to the solar plexus.

I swallowed, tried to ignore what her hands on my wrists were doing to my brain.

“You ever seen a lift from this close?” she asked, challenge threading her voice.

“Only from the crowd,” I admitted. “Not…like this.”

Sam let the silence roll for a heartbeat too long.

“You’ll get used to it. If you want action, you gotta get in the middle of it.”

She disengaged from my hands, breaking the spell with a flick of her ponytail.

“But not like that. I want you moving between the squad. Lenses low. Don’t be afraid to get physical. Nobody’s precious here. My girls will eat you alive if you hold back.”

I grinned, matching her intensity. “You want unfiltered, you’re getting it.”

She nodded, satisfied. Then, out of nowhere, Sam ran me through a dummy lift, stepping in close, guiding my hands to the points of contact, and then popping onto her toes so fast I had to catch her or risk a Captain-on-the-floor disaster. She landed lightly, pure muscle on display.

“That’s what I mean,” she said, voice lower now, almost a whisper. “We need to trust who’s holding us up. Even if it’s just for the shot.”

I held her steady for a second, hands hot on her waist, the moment stretching out before the sound of sneakers and the rush of voices shattered the mood.

The doors burst open, and the squad tumbled in, all ponytails and neon gym bags, ready to attack the morning.

Jade led the charge, her gold bracelets jangling. She never missed a scene.

“Starting the practice early, Captain?” Jade called, her grin so wide it should have been illegal.

She dropped her bag with a bang, loud enough that half the squad turned to see what was up. Her eyes bounced from Sam’s hands to my face and back again, clearly clocking the vibe.

I dropped my hands like I’d touched a live wire, but Sam just smiled, owning it.

“Just giving West a crash course in not missing the money shot,” she fired back.

Jade waggled her eyebrows for everyone to see. “Bet he gets an A-plus, the way you two are working the mat already.”

Laughter rolled through the open gym, the tension immediately shifting from awkward to electric.

The rest of the team flowed in behind, dropping duffels, stretching, trading pre-practice gossip as they clocked the Captain’s new prop. A couple of the girls shot me not-so-subtle looks, half curiosity, half “how much is this going on Instagram?”

Sam planted herself square in front of the squad.

“Alright, squad—heads up! West is here to make us look legendary. That means no half-assed jumps, no whining, and absolutely no lazy faces. If you’re in the picture, you are bringing the heat.”

That got the girls moving, scattering to the edges of the mat to start basic warmups.

Jade leaned in, voice pitched low enough for just us but angled toward a crowd. “If you need extra tips, Donovan, I’m an expert in showing off the money shot. Just ask the swim team.”

Sam didn’t miss a beat. “Jade’s got the ‘look at me’ part down. West is here to show the world we can actually win.”

Jade shrugged, bracelets jingling. “Either way, everybody wins.”

I started calibrating my camera, but the real show was the way the squad kept sneaking glances at me and Sam every ten seconds. They saw everything. The way her hand lingered when she fixed my stance. The smile that was just a little too dangerous for a seven a.m. call.

You could practically taste the gossip brewing.

But honestly? I was here for it.

Sam pulled me in, and the rest of the morning belonged to Theta Pi.

The legend was just getting started.

***

If the girl gang wanted a legend, they got one.

First drill of the day, Sam shoved me into the thick of the routine, lining me up right in the killzone. “Face the light, West. Knees wide, lens up, we want the arch, not the pancake.” She didn’t bother with personal space; her body skimmed mine as she pivoted into position, the warmth of her thigh brushing my arm as I crouched low for the opening shot.

“Freeze,” she snapped, one hand bracing my shoulder as she demonstrated the way a flyer should pop from the base. She called over Maya, the squad’s stealth gymnast, and paired us. Suddenly, I wasn’t just capturing action, I was part of it.

Sam guided Maya’s form, hands on her hips, pushing them into my palms. “Bases, lift here.” She pressed my hands tighter, ignoring the flush on Maya’s cheeks. “You need to see the strain, the power. Don’t just snap the toss, get the second before it, when everyone is straining.”

She stepped back and eyed my hands. “Grip tighter. That’s where the shot lives.”

I obliged, muscle memory firing from years of surf competitions and sideline chaos. Maya balanced on my thigh, body tense, and as Sam counted down, the room fell into a hush, everyone watching to see if the new guy could hang.

Three, two, one, Sam’s voice chopped through the silence, and suddenly Maya was airborne, arms stretched skyward. I caught the moment, click-click-click, every pixel loaded with potential energy.

Sam clapped, no trace of surprise on her face. “That’s what I want. Now, everyone around West, full formation, tight, like you’re about to swallow him.”

The girls moved in, forming a horseshoe around me while Sam barked corrections. “Jade, fix the left foot. Dani, stay low. West, you’re the anchor. Dn’t move.”

She dropped to one knee beside me, her shoulder pressed against mine, her breath hot on my cheek.

“For this one,” she whispered, “keep the focus on my face. You want heat, get it from the eyes.”

When the squad locked in, Sam took center, perching on Jade’s braced arms, chin up, every muscle trembling with effort. I fired shot after shot, sweat beading on my brow as the girls held the pose, their gasps and grunts echoing off the gym walls.

Sam grinned down at me, expression pure Captain. “See what I mean? You can’t fake this on the quad.”

She dropped out of the stunt and landed light on her feet, immediately back in my space. “On your back. Now,” she ordered, gesturing for me to sprawl on the mat.

Jade cackled from the sidelines. “Look at you, Donovan, already house-trained.”

I stretched out, eye level with the ceiling, and Sam stood over me, hands on her hips. She ran through another lift, this time using her own body for the demo. The angle was unreal, the curve of her calves, the lines of her thighs, sweat gleaming on her skin as she launched up and held the pose for a full three-count.

I shot rapid-fire, watching the light spill over her, sweat glistening, hair caught mid-whip.

She knelt beside me, bracing my chin. “If you want the shot, get greedy. Pull the lens under us. Don’t worry, nobody’s fragile here.”

She hovered above, guiding my arms to the right angle, adjusting my grip on the camera, her body so close I could smell the sharp tang of effort and the faint, sweet note of strawberries from the gloss she must have swiped on before racing out the door.

The squad gathered behind, ready for the next set.

“Use West as the reference. He’s the target. Aim for the energy, not the symmetry,” Sam called, pulling the girls into a wild, kinetic cluster. Bodies tumbled, arms and legs overlapping, and I shot through the swirl, catching every leap and collision.

Jade, glued to the drama, piped up, “He’s not just documenting; he’s part of the routine.”

One of the twins giggled, and a ripple of recognition went through the group. Eyes flicked to me, measuring the way Sam hovered, the easy touches, the full-body contact that kept repeating, like we were the axis the room spun around.

Sam didn’t bother to hide it. For the next drill, she yanked me up and placed my hands on her ribcage, guiding me through the motion of a basket toss.

“You have to get a feel for the drive before you shoot it. Otherwise you miss the moment where everything stretches.”

She flexed, core hard as rock.

“Here, right here, West. That’s the shot. You won’t get it standing on the sideline, trust me.”

She lingered. My hands stayed on her ribs several beats longer than was strictly necessary.

“Got it?” she asked, voice dropping.

I nodded, swallowing.

She stepped apart, slightly flushed but unruffled. “See? Not rocket science. But it makes all the difference.”

Then she ran the routine for real, showing a level of intensity that made every coach on campus look like an amateur. Sam was demanding, she’d bark a correction, then demonstrate it herself, not just with words but by physically moving the flyers and bases into place. Sometimes she used touch, firm and unyielding; other times, she’d get in your face and make the point with nothing but her voice.

Even on the mat, the dominance never slipped.

I captured it all. The sweat and the connection, the way the girls went from laughter to pure, razor-edge focus in a blink.

When she flew, the world stopped. Sam at the apex of a toss, supported by five bodies, expression fierce, every muscle standing out in perfect relief. Nobody in the frame was faking; every look, every grip, was survival and trust.

The gym got noisy as the routine built, shouts mixing with the slam of sneakers, the air vibrating with the force of everyone chasing the next level.

On the forty-fifth shot, the girls finished a wild pyramid. Sam at the summit, arms raised, hair fanned out behind her like a superhero, eyes finding me through the viewfinder.

That frame? It looked like she could take on the world.

By the last half hour, the girls were dripping sweat, refilling water bottles, collapsing between sets. I was soaked through, t-shirt clinging, head buzzing from the adrenaline. But my memory card was packed with pure gold.

Jade plopped down beside me, stealing the camera to scroll.

“Damn, Donovan. If you shoot like this every day, half the teams on campus are going to start recruiting you as a prop.”

I rolled my eyes, but there was no denying the effect. Even the shyest girls on squad looked at me with less skepticism now, more like I was an honorary member of the family.

Sam finished running the clock, then gathered the team.

“One more, everyone,” she called, voice still crisp even as her hair started to frizz in the heat. “Final set. Bring the fire.”

They poured every last drop into the finish. On the final count, Sam’s body arced perfectly, the motion frozen in time, sweat glowing, jaw set with the confidence of someone who refused to break.

When she landed, she turned right to me. The look on her face said the world better be ready.

And honestly? I couldn’t wait to see it burn.

That was the shot she’d wanted.

But the real story was how the boundary between observer and participant had obliterated.

By the end, I wasn’t just documenting history.

I was stamped right into the legend.

And, judging by the sly smiles and the way the girls lingered as they packed up, I wasn’t the only one who noticed.

***

Two hours on the mat had rinsed every ounce of pretense from the room. The girls packed up, swapping shoes for sandals and smoothing ponytails in the mirrored wall. Jade pretended to be last out, but she was obviously stalling at the door to get maximum effect.

She popped her head back in, voice carrying. “Don’t do anything I wouldn’t do!”

A couple of the girls cackled. Jade let the door slam behind her, and the sound echoed like a starting gun.

Just like that, Sam and I were alone in the cavernous gym.

She didn’t waste a millisecond.

Sam stalked across the mat, still flushed from the workout, hair escaping her ponytail, beads of sweat highlighting the line of her neck and the gleam of her shoulders. She didn’t even bother to towel off.

She made a beeline for the camera, flipping through the shots with fingers that barely shook. Her eyes were all hunger and calculation, raw in a way Sigma Epsilon could never fake.

“Did you get what you needed?” she asked, eyes tracking the images.

I kept it in the safe zone. “Team looks incredible. These shots capture exactly what you wanted. The energy, the fire.”

Sam didn’t even look up. “That’s not what I asked.”

She slid a finger along the camera preview, then finally pinned me with that captain’s stare.

“Did you get what you needed, West?”

Her hand landed on my chest, firm and hot. She was so close I could feel the tickle of her breath, the faint, sweet trace of strawberries and something darker, all grit and unfiltered want.

My heart pounded. “No,” I said, matching her honesty. “I haven’t gotten everything I need.”

That answer broke whatever leash was holding her back.

Sam’s smile went full megawatt, a conquering queen’s victory. She took the camera from my hands, set it gently on top of her gym bag, and stepped so close I could feel every point of contact, her hips, her stomach, the press of her breasts just below my collarbone.

She reached up, fingers threading through my hair, and tilted my head down to hers.

“Then let me give you something worth capturing,” she whispered, lips brushing mine.

Everything else, the sweat, the morning, the legend, disappeared.

All that mattered was her.

***

Any thoughts of playing it cool vanished the second Sam’s mouth hit mine.

She kissed like she cheered, aggressive, committed, and absolutely unforgiving. Her hands tangled in my hair, pulling my head down to hers. I barely had a chance to catch my breath before she was yanking the oxygen out of my lungs, teeth grazing my lower lip, breath hot and hungry.

She pressed her body to mine, no hesitation, every line of her fitting against me like we’d practiced this for years. Her thighs flexed, gripping my hips, sweat from the morning’s workout turning her skin molten beneath my palms.

She smirked mid-kiss. “I’ve been waiting for this since out last time before the football game,” she breathed, lips never leaving mine. “Watching you move between Victoria’s world and mine, wondering when you’d stop pretending that was a one time thing.”

She didn’t suffer fools or slowpokes. Sam walked me backwards, lips never leaving mine, hands toying at the back of my neck, until my shoulders crashed into the mirrored wall. The glass was cool, but her heat burned through me, lit every nerve ending on fire.

She worked the hem of my tee up, fingers skating over my abs, then bunched the fabric in both hands and tore it off in one smooth motion. My shirt hit the floor, forgotten. She took a beat, let her gaze roam over my chest, and ran her hands down my sides like she was checking the merchandise before committing to the sale.

“You don’t get it, do you?” she whispered, voice low and almost a growl. “Half the campus thinks you belong to Victoria, but you? You belong right here.”

She pressed her palm to my heart, just for a second, feeling how wild it was pounding for her.

She guided my hands to her waist, skin damp and alive under the lycra of her crop top. “Take it off,” Sam ordered, eyes daring me to say no.

My fingers flexed. I pulled the top up, slow at first, then fast as her stomach flexed under my touch. The stretch of her abdominals was insane, tight, perfect, still slick with exertion. The top cleared her head, and now she stood in a black sports bra, damp with sweat, the valley of her cleavage a dark, tempting line.

I reached for her, but she was already in motion, hands at my belt. She undid it one-handed, the motion practiced and no-nonsense, then let my jeans drop around my ankles.

“Victoria keeps you in her little controlled box. I bet she never lets you see her sweat,” Sam said, voice pure challenge as she shoved her chest against mine.

She stepped back long enough to strip her own leggings, revealing a matching pair of black workout briefs stretched over her insanely tight ass. The fabric was already darkening between her thighs, and the sight sent a jolt through me.

She hop-stepped me, still mostly naked, onto the center of the mat, then pushed my shoulders until I landed flat on my back.

She straddled me instantly, thighs bracketing my hips, pelvis pressing down so hard my cock throbbed and strained against the thin layer of my boxers.

She sat up, sweat glistening between her breasts, hair wild now, blue eyes bright with adrenaline.

“I want you to remember this every time you’re shooting Victoria’s perfect poses,” she said.

Then she ground down, slow and purposeful, the heat and damp exploding through both layers of underwear. My cock pulsed, desperate for just an inch more contact.

Sam braced her hands on my chest, nails digging in for grip. She rocked her hips, dragging the seam of her briefs up and down my length, making me twitch with every stroke.

She didn’t hesitate or hold back. She wanted what she wanted right fucking now.

I grabbed her hips, holding tight, and tried to buck, but she pinned me flat, thighs flexed, ass hard as granite against my hands.

She smirked, holding me in place. “Not yet. I’m not finished.”

The mirrors on the wall threw our reflection back at us, a tangle of limbs and sweat and want, Sam’s tan body splayed over mine, every muscle in high relief.

She watched us, hungry. Adjusted her angle, ground down harder, until my cock was leaking straight through the fabric and the friction bordered on agony.

Finally, she jerked my boxers down, freeing me. My cock slapped against my abs, and Sam reached for it, no ceremony, just pure need. She lined herself up, panties still on, and rode the length of me, sliding her soaked heat against my shaft, the cotton so damp it was almost useless.

She pressed the tip against her pussy, then paused, eyes locked on mine in the glass.

“Remember this,” she said again, voice shaking.

She pulled her panties to the side and sank down in one greedy movement.

Her pussy swallowed me whole.

I gasped, head snapping back, vision exploding white at the edges.

Sam was hot, slick, tighter than anything I’d known. She bounced slow at first, letting me feel every desperate clench.

I tried to flip us, wanting to bury her into the mat and fuck her like a champion, but she was stronger than she looked. Her hands locked down on my wrists, pinning them above my head, her thighs bracing for leverage as she pounded down hard.

“You don’t get to call the shots yet,” she panted. “This is my practice.”

She rode me, fast and deep, hips rolling, body flexing like she was at the peak of another squad lift, every inch of her working for maximum effect.

The mirrors made the whole thing a fever dream, Sam wild and unguarded, riding me with a violence that left dents in the mat, sweat dripping down her abs, eyes never leaving the shared reflection.

“Look at us,” she ordered, grinding harder, clit pressed to my pelvis. “Tell me Victoria would ever let you see her like this.”

I groaned, watching the way her breasts bounced in the bra, nipples dark and hard, the way her ass flexed with every grind.

My cock throbbed inside her, slick from her arousal, every squeeze pulling me closer to the edge.

She let go of my wrists, raked her nails down my chest, leaving red tracks that burned in the cold air.

“Touch me,” Sam demanded.

I palmed her breasts, squeezing, then slipped my hand down to her clit, rubbing in hard, tight circles exactly the way I’d watched her do on the mat during “muscle memory” drills.

It sent her wild.

She arched back, hair flying, and came hard, voice echoing off the gym walls in a throat-shredding cry that sounded like victory and surrender rolled together.

Her pussy clamped down, milking my cock, and I lost all control.

Every muscle in my body was shaking, but I wasn’t about to let her have the last word. Sam was still straddling me, her abs flexing as she milked every twitch, but I wasn’t done. Hell, I hadn’t even started.

I flipped her in one hard move, rolling her underneath me on the mat, her head bumping the foam with a gasp that sounded more delighted than surprised. She tried to lock her legs and regain control, but I caught her wrists, pinning them above her head, palms pressed to the mat, her ponytail fanned out in a wild halo.

Her eyes went big, then narrow with challenge.

“Thought you’d have me flat in two minutes,” she taunted, voice breathless, cheeks lit up with post-orgasmic glow.

“Captain, you’re slacking,” I shot back, grinning as I lined myself up, cock pulsing at the entrance of her tight, soaked pussy. I drove into her with a single stroke, hitting so deep she arched off the mat, mouth dropping open in a moan that echoed off the high ceiling.

I set a pace that was feral, desperate, the kind of fuck that wasn’t about tenderness or technique, just sheer animal need. Each thrust smacked our bodies together, her tits bouncing in the black bra, glistening with sweat, her legs wrapping tight around my waist to pull me even deeper.

Sam met every thrust, hips rising to meet mine, her nails scraping along my shoulders, then digging into my back hard enough to draw blood if she’d kept going. She was a fighter in every sense, and the harder I went, the more she seemed to crave it.

I dipped my head, biting at her jaw, her collarbone, tasting the salt and heat of her skin. She responded by twisting her wrists free and grabbing my face, yanking me into a kiss so savage it left my lips stinging.

We broke for air only when we had to, gasping, panting, sweat running into our mouths.

“Fuck, West, don’t stop,” Sam commanded, voice halfway between plea and order.

I wasn’t stopping. If anything, I was doubling down.

I grabbed behind her knees, pushing her thighs up so she was fully open to me, angle changing so every slam hit her g-spot just right. She cried out, hands scrabbling for purchase on my arms, thighs trembling with every impact.

The echoes of our bodies smacking together filled the gym: wet, primal, relentless.

She clawed at my hair, pulling me down so our foreheads touched, blue eyes boring into mine.

“You’re gonna make me come again,” she whispered, almost shocked.

“Good,” I growled. “I want you to remember this every time you hit the mat.”

She responded by biting my shoulder, hard, and grinding back with all she had.

Her finish was a series of spasms, her whole body convulsing, nails leaving marks on my neck. She came with a scream, not giving a shit who heard, and her pussy clamped down so hard it triggered my own explosion.

I went over the edge with her, burying myself to the hilt, emptying everything I had, every pulse and every drop. Time went blurry for a second, senses overloaded with sweat, heat, and the raw, unfiltered connection of her body locking mine in place.

We lay there, panting, bodies tangled and soaking, sweat and cum mixing on the mat.

Sam laughed, a sound so raw and happy it punched me right in the chest.

“That was exactly the kind of practice I needed,” she said, pulling me in for another, softer kiss.

The mirrors caught every second, legend and all.

And, goddamn, I hoped Victoria was ready for the competition.

***

There’s a kind of silence you only get after a storm, the room still humming with the memory of what just happened, but the chaos finally spent.

Sam and I lay tangled and wrecked, her head pillowed on my arm, my hand stroking lazy lines along the slick curve of her hip. For once, she wasn’t talking, just breathing, her chest rising and falling as she soaked up the quiet.

Finally, she broke it, barely loud enough to echo in the empty gym.

“This isn’t just about competing with Victoria for you,” she murmured, fingers tracing circles on my chest. “Though I won’t pretend I don’t enjoy challenging her perfect world.”

I started to form an answer, maybe something honest, maybe just a joke. But before I could, Sam sat up, wiped the sweat out of her eyes, and grinned like the break in vulnerability had never happened.

“You know, Jade suggested we should do a three-way shoot later this week. Something more creative than Victoria would ever allow. Maybe we’ll even let you keep the raw edits.”

She winked, rolling off the mat and reaching for her gear.

We dressed at the edge of the gym, swapping shirts and tugging on shoes. Sam lingered at the camera, scrolling through the shots I’d just taken. Her thumb froze, her eyes all business.

“These are incredible,” she said, awe unmistakable in her voice. “You see things in us that nobody else does.”

She glanced over, mischief reloaded. “Just like you see things in me Victoria never could.”

We stepped into the hall. The place was alive now, trainers, other students, a couple of sorority girls all tracking us as Sam laced her arm through mine, holding tight without a hint of shame.

Crossing the quad, Sam didn’t let go. She held my hand, fingers twined, not caring who saw. Anyone with a smartphone could snap a pic, send a rumor straight to Victoria, or the next three group chats down the line.

She paused by a fountain, water sparkling in the after-sweat sunlight, and gave me a look that was all challenge.

“You know what the difference is between her world and mine?” she asked, voice low, so only I could hear it. “She wants to own you. I just want to experience you.”

There it was, the dare and the invitation, all rolled into one.

At the crosswalk, she turned to face me, blue eyes serious for a second.

“Don’t overthink this, West. Just decide what kind of story you want to tell, hers, or yours.”

Then she was gone, striding into her day, legends in her wake.

I walked home, mind racing, clothes still clinging from the workout and the way she’d left me aching for more.

I didn’t even bother with breakfast. There was too much adrenaline in my veins and too many stories packed into the memory card.

I hit my edit station, lights still off, just the glow of the ocean through the cracked blinds and a million pixels demanding attention. The first photos up, Sigma Epsilon. Perfection, geometry, power. Every girl in the lineup looked like she’d been sculpted for their goddess-in-residence, Victoria. It was a masterclass in status, but even as I tweaked the color and cropped for impact, I could feel the edge blurring.

Because the second set? Theta Pi, straight off the mat, sweat and laughter and zero fucks given. Sam at the center, hair wild, body slick, straddling me in a move that would make most university boards pass out. The energy wasn’t even close.

I shuffled the comparisons, flipping side by side. Order versus chaos. Empire versus revolution.

My phone vibrated off the desk.

VICTORIA: I NEED THE HERO SHOTS FOR SIGMA BY NOON. DON’T MAKE ME COME DOWN THERE.

Then three more, all from different Sigma Eps, each more desperate than the last.

But the real heat was in the DMs rolling in from the campus rumor mill. Someone had already leaked a sneak peek from practice, probably Jade, and now everyone wanted to know if the stories were true. Had I picked a side, or was I playing for both teams and rewriting the playbook?

I laughed, letting the wave of speculation flood over me. In the old days, this shit would have made me nervous. Now? It just made me sharper.

I worked the edits, punching the highlights and letting the sweat and motion do the heavy lifting. Every frame of Sam was electric; every glance between us said more than an entire lecture on “campus leadership.” Even the B-roll of the team prepping was good enough to hang in the arena’s trophy case.

Victoria’s house still looked like they ran the world.

But Sam’s crew looked like they owned the future.

And, crazy as it sounded, both needed me to make it happen.

I lined up the final selects, hit save, and watched the screen flicker back with my signature stamped in the corner.

King of the mats, king of the quad, king of the choices.

Campus wasn’t ready.

But I was.

Bring on the next legend.


Crossover


Rooftop parties were supposed to be chill, but tonight The Boardwalk felt like the frontline of a civil war with a soundtrack, a view, and two queens aiming to out-maneuver the legend behind the lens.

I hit the curb with my camera bag slung low, shoes scuffed, and hair still wild from the hour I’d spent debating whether to go classic or walk in dripping with post-surf attitude. Didn’t matter. By the time I reached the entrance, every eye was already tracking, phone screens catching the moment the campus king arrived in his favorite washed-out jeans and a deep v-neck that set off the tan.

The doorman barely blinked, just handed me a wristband, black for the “preferred guest” set. Above me, neon pink and gold lights flickered off the glass railings. From the street, you could feel the thump of music and the tension of two houses hellbent on rewriting the night.

I started up the stairs, the heavy club beat vibrating in my bones. The world narrowed to scent (citrus, ocean, and buried somewhere, Victoria’s perfume) and the promise of chaos waiting overhead.

First stop: the main level, home turf for Theta Pi.

The air was instantly ten degrees warmer. Girls in pink, turquoise, and coral swirled together in a spiral of movement. Laughter and shrieks of delight cut through the music, way louder than any playlist. A knot of girls clustered around the makeshift dance floor, bounce-lit by string lights that loved every drop of sweat and sun on their skin.

Sam was at the center, arms flung wide, body rolling to the beat in a way that made every guy in a three-house radius rethink his priorities. Her shorts were painted on, her crop top knotted above her stomach, and her hair was already half out of the ponytail, clinging to her neck in artfully wild strands.

But it was Summer who stole my focus.

She wasn’t clinging to the edge or trying to blend in. She was right there, laughing so hard she practically bent double while Jade swung her around in a half-cartwheel, nearly knocking two drinks out of Maya’s hands.

I stopped, snapped the first shot without thinking. The frame lit up: Summer’s blue eyes crinkled at the corners, pure joy all over her face, hair glowing like someone had spun gold from sunlight and spilled it down her back.

Sam spotted me with laser precision. She raised her glass, flashing a grin so sharp it could cut steel. “Legend in the house!” she called, voice amplified by what had to be practice from captaining a squad. “Let’s hear it for West!”

The girls cheered, some genuine, some just feeding off Sam’s energy. A couple Theta Pi sisters already had their phones angled for the shot. I felt the blush heat up, but shrugged it off and fired the camera again, catching the swirl of girls as they made space for the ritual welcome. From behind, Jade elbowed her way next to Summer, splashing a hint of strawberry-scented seltzer across the front of her shirt. Instead of flinching, Summer just twisted it, wringing the fabric, and dragged Jade into the next round of the dance.

The main floor was alive, a living tribute to what happened when nobody cared about status and everyone cared about belonging.

Which was exactly why, above it all, Sigma Epsilon’s upper deck looked like another planet.

A staircase tucked in the far corner led up, roped off and guarded by a guy who was definitely not getting paid enough to handle Victoria on a mission. He clocked my wristband, then my bag, and immediately stepped aside.

The transition snapped like a shutter. Up here, the vibe was ice and elegance. Nothing as pedestrian as string lights, just discreet gold sconces illuminating flawless faces and designer threads. The music was the same beat, but muted, like it was background for more important deals.

Victoria was waiting at the top. No minions, no running mate, just her, posed at the landing like a CEO on the verge of making history.

The ivory cocktail dress was a flex. It fit within an inch of modesty, the neckline just low enough to hint, not spill. Her hair was pinned in a low chignon, not a strand out of place. And her skin, glowing, looked like she’d hired a lighting designer for the night. The only color that dared to compete was the emerald ring on her right hand.

She caught me scanning, and her smile was colder than the marble balustrade.

“You’re late,” Victoria said, crisp as the driest champagne.

I checked my watch just to be sure. Five minutes early. Not that it mattered.

“Didn’t want to upstage the arrivals,” I volleyed back, giving her the softest possible smirk.

She didn’t laugh. Instead, she dropped a thick card stock folder into my palm.

It was a schedule. Not just any schedule, it was annotated, color-coded, and time-stamped down to the literal minute. Sigma Epsilon required a walk-in shot, a “candid” cocktail lounge moment, and then three different groupings, each with their own lighting direction and location. There was even a note for “spontaneous laughter, arrange as needed” scribbled in the margin.

Victoria leaned in, voice pitched low so no one else could hear. “Every major media account on Greek Row is waiting for these. If you miss even one shot, Aria’s numbers will destroy us by morning.”

I glanced at the “suggested” posting times. She’d planned everything, right down to which sisters should be in the background of each frame.

“Got it,” I said, flicking through the brief. “But you realize you’re about to lose half your audience to the show downstairs, right?”

Victoria’s gaze sharpened, a split-second crack in her composure.

“Not if we execute perfectly,” she said. “Sigma always sets the standard. Theta Pi can have their noise. Let’s show them what real legend looks like.”

She grabbed my elbow and guided me into the first scene: the sculpted lounge chairs, backdrop of the city lights, half a dozen sisters arrayed carefully to evoke effortless luxury. The scent up here was different, white jasmine and something woodsy, like the night air had been bottled and filtered for maximum effect.

I lined them up, snapped the shots, and let Victoria direct the micro-adjustments. She didn’t just pose; she curated every element, tucking stray hair, re-angling a glass, positioning herself just off-center so she’d be the focus without being obvious.

After every burst, she checked the preview.

“Again,” Victoria said, “but this time, more playfulness from the left.”

I obliged, but couldn’t help glancing over the balcony to where the real party pulsed below.

From up here, Sam’s crew looked like a club ad. Hair everywhere, girls dancing in packs, energy exploding in every direction. And Summer, she’d dropped her shoes, spinning barefoot on the tile, dress twirling up over her knees while Jade tried to outdo her with a ridiculous shoulder-shimmy.

If I’d pointed a lens at that, I wouldn’t have had to coach a single pose.

Victoria followed my gaze, her lips tightening just a fraction.

“Interesting choice of company,” she observed, every word lacquered in fake neutrality. “Perhaps you should remind Summer which house she’s aligned with.”

She didn’t say it loud, but the challenge was there, like a dare I didn’t know whether to accept.

The next round was the “candid” lounge. This time, Victoria arranged herself on the chaise, crossing her legs so the slit of her dress flashed a toned thigh. Her sorority sisters clustered around her, mock-whispering and laughing. Even their “relaxed” posed looked like a magazine campaign for power and privilege.

I snapped a string of frames, catching every calculated tilt of her chin.

“Perfect,” Victoria said, satisfaction rolling off her.

Then, almost as an afterthought, she pressed a fresh glass of champagne into my hand.

“You’ll want to keep your energy up. The next set is in three minutes, and the balcony light is limited.”

I raised the glass in mock salute. “You know, some photographers use natural chaos to get the best shot.”

Victoria arched a brow. “You can capture chaos later. Tonight, we’re building a legend, not another bonfire.”

She stalked away to assemble her final “statement” shot, sisters trailing in her wake.

For a minute, I exhaled, letting my own heartbeat catch up.

And then the sounds from downstairs pulled me hard as a riptide.

I slipped away from the marble, dropping down the steps, camera back in my grip.

The contrast hit immediately.

The main floor was hotter, louder, half wild with movement. Theta Pi had turned one end of the patio into a spontaneous dance circle. The DJ no longer tried to keep the vibe chill; he was full party mode. The bass thudded so hard my chest vibrated.

Sam led the charge, a queen in cutoff shorts, hair everywhere, her laugh drawing the entire crowd in closer. They didn’t bother with neat lines or symmetry. They built their own rhythm, girls grabbing hands, spinning, trading partners. It was the antithesis of what Victoria had staged above.

Summer was in the thick of it, cheeks flushed, hair sticking to her neck in sweaty streaks, absolutely alive. She danced like she didn’t care who watched, which, judging by the phones out recording, was a bold move.

Jade slid into the circle, linking hands with Dani, and the two of them roped in Summer and Maya. Within seconds, they were doing a coordinated move, not quite cheer but way sexier than any halftime show I’d ever shot.

I fired off burst after burst, not giving a damn about blur or perfection. Every frame was pure connection. There were arms wrapped around waists, flashes of thigh, the occasional spin that let a skirt ride a little higher than intended. The girls mugged for the camera, making kissy faces, sticking out tongues, winking, and not once did they pull back to check if they looked “right.”

Jade saw me hunched behind the lens and wasted no time.

“West, get in here!” she shouted.

Before I could protest, four hands dragged me into the circle. I caught the tail end of Summer’s laughter as she lost her balance and landed against my chest.

She righted herself fast, but her hand lingered on my side.

“Nice to see you documenting the real party, baby,” Summer said, eyes sparkling. “Sam said you’d have to be dragged away from the photo-ops.”

I shot Sam a mock glare. “She underestimates my sense of adventure.”

Sam grinned, hair plastered to her forehead, her body heat rolling off her like steam. “If you want content, stay down here. Nobody remembers the perfect pose.”

I didn’t argue. Instead, I let the girls guide me through a couple spins, catching the slippery feel of skin-on-skin, the way their bodies pressed together with zero shame.

When I tried to slip back to the edge, Sam caught my wrist.

“Not so fast. You think you’re too cool to dance?”

I shrugged. “Better behind the lens, Captain.”

Jade cut in, clutching a beer and sliding up next to Summer. “You do realize no one here gives a shit about Victoria’s legend, right? They’re here for you.”

Summer met my gaze, shy but not hiding. “She’ll pretend not to care, but…maybe loosen up her next shoot?”

The thought made me laugh, but even I could feel the pull. There was something about this level of freedom that rewired your brain. Even as I shot candid after candid, I kept getting drawn back into the circle.

At one point, Jade shoved a drink into my hand, and the four of us did an impromptu conga line around the pool. Summer’s hand found the small of my back, her fingers hot, and I caught the flush rising up her neck.

Dance party legend, unlocked.

Eventually, a breathless Jade dropped onto a lounge chair, cheeks burning. “Damn, West. If you shot every event like that, you’d be world famous.”

Sam flopped across her lap, hair wild, and patted my thigh. “Don’t worry. You’ll get another chance next time.”

I snapped a shot of them tangled together, then checked the clock.

Victoria’s schedule buzzed a warning: upper deck, golden hour, final “house unity” shot, now.

I made my excuses, fighting the urge to linger, and booked it up the stairs.

Victoria spotted me the second I crossed the threshold, champagne in hand and a practiced smile fixed in place.

She scanned my face, eyes sharp. “Funny, you seem to be enjoying the other house’s company.”

I didn’t bite. “Just working the crowd. I think you’ll like the results.”

She softened, just a touch. “Only if you make Sigma Epsilon look like the center of the campus universe.”

Then, just as quickly, she slipped back into queen mode. “Position me here, with the city lights behind. Sisters flanking me, champagne toasts, but I need to be the anchor.”

I lined up the shot, but couldn’t help comparing the perfection to the raw, glowing energy below.

When the frame clicked, Victoria held her pose just a second longer than needed. She knew where the camera was, always.

After the shot, she sidled in close, not touching, but letting her perfume and posture signal possession.

“Would you mind checking on Summer?” she asked, voice low. “Sam’s…influence can be contagious. We’d hate for our golden girl to catch something reckless.”

I shrugged, playing it off. “She seems happy.”

Victoria’s reply was almost too quiet to catch. “Happiness is easy. Excellence is hard.”

She dismissed me with a flick of her fingers, returning to her waiting sisters.

I let the moment go, camera bag slung over my shoulder, and did a final pass between the two worlds.

From above, the evening had hit its rhythm. Upstairs, every frame was polish, control, and influence. Downstairs, every shot was sweat, laughter, and the promise of a night nobody would ever forget.

Through the lens, the contrast wasn’t just obvious. It was electric.

And, somehow, both extremes wanted me at the center.

I shot a few last candids, a champagne spill at Sigma, a poolside dance-off at Theta Pi, then leaned over the balcony, letting the music roar up and the wind play in my hair.

If anyone asked, I’d say I was just documenting the moment.

But tonight, for the first time, I realized I was the moment.

And the legend building around me?

It had never looked better.

***

The Boardwalk’s party was reaching fever pitch. I’d barely caught my breath before Aria materialized at my side, slipping through the swirl of Sigma Eps like she owned the place, and maybe, for content, she did.

She wore a sleeveless gold top tucked into vintage denim, the combination engineered for maximum “come here” without sacrificing the influencer edge. Her hand rested just above my wrist, a touch so deliberate it felt staged, but her eyes were all calculation.

“Walk with me?” Aria said, voice pitched low. “Five minutes. It’ll be worth it.”

She scanned the crowd, nothing subtle, making sure Victoria’s spies were busy working the next mini-drama up the deck. When she was satisfied, she led the way past a velvet rope to a quieter corner off the main bar.

The shift in energy was immediate. Out here, the noise faded to background hum, the lights shifting from saturating pinks to softer, strategic pools that made everything look like the intro of a music video. An insanely gorgeous brunette was already waiting, perched on a barstool and sipping from a glass with a lime wedge sunk to the bottom. Her Theta Pi crop top hugged curves that would’ve stopped traffic, and she swiveled toward us with the practiced confidence of someone who’d been checking her watch for our arrival.

If Aria was polish, the stunning brunette was kinetic. Even sitting still, her hair looked like it was ready to leap off her shoulders, glossy and dramatic. Her Theta Pi crop top hugged her torso like a second skin, and the denim shorts she wore might as well have been painted on—not an inch of fabric wasted on modesty, the frayed edges barely clearing the curve where thigh met hip.

“West Donovan, meet Lila Moreno,” Aria said, her voice carrying the weight of a formal introduction despite the party chaos. “Lila’s the creative director for the Theta Pi socials and my best friend.”

A grin split my face, sharp with delight. “A Sigma Epsilon and a Theta Pi as best friends? What’s the world coming to?”

Lila’s eyes danced. She smirked, stretching out her hand with a flourish, pure challenge and mischief in one motion. “So this is the legend in the wild?” Her smile held, knowing and wicked, as if the game between us had only just begun.

I shrugged, letting my bag drop against the bar. “Rumor mill’s gotten out of control. I’m just here to document the madness.”

She didn’t buy it for a second.

Aria circled to my other side, close enough that her perfume, somewhere between vanilla and ambition, flooded my senses. She leaned in, brushing her arm against mine for effect.

“Lila and I are launching a new brand next month for the Surf King competition,” Aria said, gaze flicking between us. “We need the right angles, something nobody on campus has seen.”

Lila drew a lazy swirl on the bar, sizing me up. “Aria says you see things nobody else will ever catch. I want to be in that frame with her.”

I grinned, admitting the thrill. “You’re not worried about what Sigma Epsilon thinks?”

Lila burst out laughing, unselfconscious. “If I cared about their opinion, I’d be up there pretending to sip champagne and not dancing with the only people who don’t flinch from the spotlight.”

Aria’s look was pure satisfaction. “See? She’s perfect. A little Sigma polish, a lot of Theta Pi chaos.”

I glanced down at my phone, the haptic buzz of Victoria’s agenda rumbling for attention. “It’s a great idea, but Victoria’s treating my schedule like a classified asset. If I break rank, there’s a risk she sets the world on fire.”

Aria didn’t miss a beat. “Already handled. Thursday evening.” She popped her phone open, showing me a shared calendar, Thursday evening was blocked for “exclusive content,” a clever euphemism that would pass right under Victoria’s radar.

“It’s for a surfboard company that’s sponsoring us, AquaVibe,” Aria said, her tone bright with possibility. “You’ve heard of them?”

“Sure have. I own a couple of their boards. Good stuff,” I replied, letting the shared connection roll between us like a familiar set building on the horizon. “If you’re looking for a location, I know the perfect spot.”

Her eyes lit up, catching the lights, bright as sea glass in the shallows. For a heartbeat, it felt like the excitement between us could break into a wave and carry us away. “That would be amazing,” Aria said, her voice ringing with genuine anticipation.

I had to hand it to her. Aria played the long game almost as well as Victoria did, but her style was more…collaborative. She wasn’t looking to crush the other side, just make the pie bigger.

Lila arched an eyebrow, eyeing me with a kind of challenge that was eighty percent flirt, twenty percent business. “What’s your process? You tie girls to the lens and make them legends, or is it all about catching them when they think nobody’s watching?”

I let the honesty out. “It’s part instinct, part timing. Most people don’t even realize what they’re showing you until the frame’s already frozen.”

Lila hummed an appreciative sound, sipping her drink. “Then I can’t wait for you to catch me off guard.”

The line was loaded, but before I could respond, the air shifted. Victoria approached from behind, walking the line between high-heeled power and predator.

She’d recalibrated her image, ditching the groupies and rolling solo, her hair backlit by the sconces, making her face read even more striking than normal.

She placed a possessive hand at my lower back, the warmth a shot straight to the nervous system.

“There you are, West,” she said, voice sugar-sweet but hard underneath. “Right on schedule.”

She didn’t even glance at Aria or Lila, but the message was clear, they could have my ear, but Victoria owned the frame.

Before I could blink, she spun me to face the patio, positioning me with her arm bracing my spine like I was the missing piece of her world domination plan.

“I need you right here, perfect angle, please,” Victoria whispered, lips brushing my ear.

Suddenly, we were dead center for the “official” Sigma Epsilon welcome. The sisters fanned out around us, each smile dialed up to eleven. Victoria didn’t just pose; she locked eyes with every person in the crowd, letting them know exactly who was calling the shots.

The camera loved her, but my mind kept drifting, two beats at a time, back to the pool of electricity that was Sam’s end of the deck.

Someone cranked the music. Sam had gathered her own squad, drawing a micro-crowd away from the official speech and into a dance battle that made the professional routines look tame. Girls from both houses jumped in, not bothering to hide their preference for improv over perfection.

Jade and Maya started the challenge, arms flailing, bodies moving in a blur of color and confidence. Sam egged them on, her voice carrying over the house system, and the circle closed in tight.

Even from up here, the pull was magnetic.

But Victoria refused to cede ground. With her grip never leaving my back, she raised her glass and launched into her signature speech.

A hush, engineered and total. The Sigma sisters held their perfect postures, faces open and hungry for the camera.

Victoria’s words cut through the noise: “What makes this campus truly legendary isn’t just our history. It’s our willingness to innovate, to set the standard, and to welcome every new challenge as an opportunity. Tonight, we don’t just celebrate Sigma Epsilon or Greek Row, we celebrate the future of influence, driven by those who refuse to accept anything less than iconic.”

Her gaze cut to me, then flicked down to the crowd below, where the dance battle was in full, unfiltered swing.

“Let’s toast to the ones brave enough to set trends, not follow them.” She clinked her glass against mine, her smile cool as sunrise over the cliffs.

A loud cheer went up from the Sigma side, but the bigger noise came from the Theta Pi contingent. Sam’s crew had somehow convinced half the party to vote by applause for the winner of the showdown. Lila and Jade went head to head in the middle, hips shaking, hands in the air, making every eyes-on-me play look effortless.

I saw Aria at the sidelines, phone in hand, recording the whole chaos. She caught my gaze, offered a wink of pure complicity, and pointed at the dance battle like “this is the real show, document it.”

Victoria braced my waist tighter, pulling me in close for the group shot. “Make sure you get this,” she said, every inch the power player. “It’s the moment everyone will be talking about tomorrow.”

I nodded, but still worked the lens, catching the double-frame: Victoria and Sigma Epsilon in the foreground, victorious and poised, while behind them, raw human freedom just kept doubling in volume.

Lila, face flushed and hair wild, threw herself into Jade’s arms, and the two tumbled to the floor in a fit of laughter. Even a couple Sigma girls, seduced by the fun, dropped the act and joined them.

The party fracture was now a mosaic, every tile a story fighting for space.

Victoria let the moment linger, then relaxed her grip, returning to the CEO smile she wore like a signature.

“I’ll need copies of every photo tonight,” she murmured, low so only I could hear, “and a guarantee that Sam’s drama stays beneath the fold.”

I played noncommittal, having no intention of sabotaging Sam. “I just document what’s real.” But I didn’t miss the way her hand lingered an extra beat at my waist before she let me go.

Aria and Lila reappeared, champagne in hand, catching the aftermath of the speech. Lila wove her way over, breathless and alive.

“Next time, you shoot me dancing. I want the mess, not the façade,” she said, grinning.

Sam, never one to let a rival monologue go unanswered, stalked right to the edge of the deck and started her own impromptu “victory” speech.

“Real legends don’t follow scripts,” Sam shouted, voice booming through the crowd. “They write their own stories, on and off the mat. So, if you want a memory, come make one!”

The room broke into competing toasts, the two houses now less battle lines and more wild entanglement.

The party had reached equilibrium, no clear winner, just a buffet of stories, all of them begging to be captured.

I worked the space, firing shots as the two worlds collided. Even Aria and Victoria dropped their intra-house rivalry for a heartbeat, pausing for a staged “cheek-kiss” that made the flash glow.

When I checked the camera, my memory card was stacked: power, joy, conflict, and the moments in between where all pretense faded and the truth shone through.

Through the lens, I saw Lila lean into Aria for an unguarded laugh, Victoria’s hand holding my waist tighter, and Sam wink at Summer in a way that promised more to come.

Legend wasn’t about choosing sides.

Tonight, legend was in the blend, the heat where boundaries blurred, and even the queens got caught up in the dance.

***

I didn’t need a script to tell me the next scene was coming.

Victoria’s breath curled hot against the shell of my ear, her posture unwavering even as the chaos below threatened to spin everything out of her control.

“She’s doing this deliberately. And Summer is playing right into it,” Victoria murmured, her champagne glass slicing an invisible line through the room as she traced Sam’s path across the floor.

I watched as Sam, in a flash of tanned muscle and wild, chestnut-brown hair, looped an arm around Summer and ghosted her right out of the crowd. Not subtle, but effective. They hit the far edge of the patio, then dropped out of sight, vanishing into the darker, quieter stretch of boardwalk that hugged the cliffside.

Victoria’s grip at my waist tightened. Her smile never faltered, but her voice was sharp as a switchblade.

“Go find her, West. Make sure our golden girl doesn’t trade a crown for a crisis.”

I didn’t argue. But as I headed out, I caught Aria’s eyes locked on me from the lounge. She didn’t move, didn’t even raise her glass, but the message was crystal: she’d be watching every frame.

The transition from party to the deserted stretch of boardwalk was instant, like ducking through a portal. The bass faded, replaced by the hush and hiss of distant surf and the occasional crackle of laughter drifting from the rooftop.

I padded along the planks, camera bag snug at my side, the night air brackish and thick with possibility.

I caught sight of them, Summer and Sam, perched on a low bench overlooking the ocean, faces lit only by the spill of moonlight and a sliver of glow from the party behind them.

It was Sam who dominated the pose, shoulders loose, one leg swung up on the bench as she talked in easy, animated sweeps. But it was Summer’s body language that told the real story: she was curled into herself, arms wrapped around her knees, her smile smaller than usual but a thousand times more real.

Sam’s hand rested atop Summer’s knee, firm and supportive. No seduction, just solidarity.

I didn’t call out. Instead, I flipped to my 85mm and captured the moment as it happened.

Through the lens, Summer’s expression was wide open, all the walls stripped away. She looked at Sam, not with envy or competition, but with pure, raw relief, the kind you only get when someone meets you at your level and doesn’t ask for anything in return.

I snapped three frames, each one a masterclass in vulnerability.

Summer caught the click of the shutter and turned, blue eyes reflecting starlight.

She didn’t smile, but her voice was gentle. “Victoria sent you to collect me?”

There was no accusation, just tired amusement.

I shook my head, dropping onto the bench beside them. “No. I came because I wanted to.”

Sam grinned, but her vibe was all-in for the heart-to-heart. “Told you he’d understand,” she said to Summer, squeezing her knee.

They made space for me, thigh to thigh, the cold of the night barely touching the heat radiating off both girls. Summer reached for my hand without looking at me, her fingers finding mine and interlacing with practiced familiarity, like she’d been holding the space between her knuckles open for me all night.

Sam started, her voice softer than any cheer captain had the right to be. “I was telling Summer how wild it is to meet another athlete who gets the pressure. Everyone thinks it’s just fun and games, but the standards…you never get to turn them off.”

Summer nodded, fingers picking at the edge of her dress. “People see the Instagram, the interviews, but it’s just…another museum. You never get to move anything or leave a fingerprint. Sometimes, I just want to be messy. Scream. Or just sit and not say anything clever.”

I glanced at Sam, who was nodding along like a choir section. “Sounds familiar,” I said. “Every shoot with Victoria is about perfection. With you, Summer, it’s like you’re never allowed to even have a hair out of place.”

Summer let out a shaky laugh. “Exactly. Even when you win, you’re still trying to ace the post-game highlight reel.”

Sam looked at her, serious now. “You’re allowed to not be perfect, you know. That’s half the fun.”

I watched the way Summer’s shoulders dropped, her tension melting just a bit.

From behind us, twin footsteps scraped the boards. No perfume was needed, Victoria’s presence was telegraphed by the chill in the air and the precision of her stride.

She appeared at the end of the bench, arms crossed, backlit by the flood of rooftop lights. Her smile was cool but not unfriendly.

“I see you’ve found our missing parties,” Victoria said, gaze flicking across us like a scan.

Sam didn’t bristle. Instead, she let her hand slip from Summer’s knee and braced it on the bench, giving the impression that nothing had been amiss.

Summer looked up, voice carrying a warmth that cut right through the tension. “Sam was explaining her team’s training for Nationals. There’s a lot both houses could learn from each other, if anyone ever bothered to ask.”

Victoria considered that, not immediately pulling rank. “We run tight schedules, but I’ll grant you, your squad’s flexibility is impressive.”

Sam shrugged, her usual edge dulled down for the détente. “All I’m saying is, we don’t need another fake alliance. Just a little less control, a little more room to breathe.”

Victoria’s lips parted, surprise flickering before the mask slid back into place. “Noted.”

I clocked the opening and fished my phone from the bag, switching to the long lens just in time to catch the vibe shifting from rivalry to…something like detente. The juxtaposition was perfect: Sam and Victoria on the party edge, not ready to hug it out, but willing to drop the animosity for the sake of the moment.

Even better, in the soft focus of the background, Aria and Lila chatted, heads tilted together, smiles genuine instead of weaponized.

I shot the frame, two legends coming to terms, with their wild cards watching, and knew I’d just captured the first proof that campus legend could be more than just a zero-sum game.

Victoria didn’t hurry us. Instead, she set a hip against the bench and let the conversation spool out a little longer, the four of us blanketed in surf noise and the occasional cheer from the deck above.

Summer’s eyes met mine, gratitude written all over her.

Sam just smiled, satisfied that her point was made but not pressed.

When we finally strolled back to the main event, Victoria led but didn’t dictate. Sam lagged behind, chatting with Summer, and I trailed the crew, catching the afterglow of connection.

Moments later, at the edge of the deck, I stopped the girls with a gentle hand.

“One shot,” I said. “This one’s for history.”

Victoria and Sam squared off, but this time, there was a shared smirk instead of daggers. Summer and Aria drifted into the frame, and Lila popped in at the last second, hugging Aria from the side.

I hit the shutter.

There it was: not rivals, not enemies, just legends willing to share the stage.

Through the lens, the future was wide open, maybe for the first time ever.

As the party thundered back to life, I shouldered my camera, knowing that whatever drama came next, this night had set the new standard.

Legend wasn’t about territory.

It was about connection.

And tonight, I’d caught it in the wild.


Three-Way Shoot


There’s a rule about cliff houses: the ocean never really leaves you alone. Doesn’t matter how weathered the wood or how thick the glass. The sound rides up the bluff, through every window and floorboard, until even the bulbs above your head hum with the current.

But after a night like that, I needed the noise.

I hunkered down at my battered work table, hands locked on the laptop. The world outside was all indigo and navy, moon glancing off the waves like it was in on the joke. In here, though? Just me and the glow of the screen.

Editing Victoria’s set was like shaping marble. Her girls didn’t move unless she ordered it. Every fabric fold planned, arms draped with military precision, even the laughter rehearsed. I tweaked contrast, sharpened shadows, and tried to hide the boredom oozing in at the edges.

Then I’d flip to Theta Pi. All color and motion, girls lapping up each other’s energy. A mess of limbs and hair, nobody hiding. One shot, Sam with her shirt plastered to her chest, eyes wild and bright as backfire. Next, Jade and Maya mid-dance, sweat beaded on their foreheads like jewels. I leaned in, letting the chaos do the heavy lifting.

Side by side, the difference was violent.

Victoria’s world: airbrushed, controlled, queen energy.

Sam’s: sweat, connection, chaos.

If you asked me which one I belonged to, I wouldn’t have had an answer.

And that felt like a problem worth having.

I lost track of time, just chasing the perfect crop for each mood. My phone was dead silent. No new texts from the queens. The only thing moving was the surf and the changing color of the horizon as the sun started its slow descent toward the water.

The first warning was the crunch of tires on gravel, then a couple pops from someone laughing outside, the sound way too alive for 5pm on a Saturday when most of campus was either napping off hangovers or pregaming for round two.

The doorbell slapped me out of a hot zone.

“Legend’s studio, how can I help?” I called, not even bothering to check the peephole.

The next instant, Sam swept through the door in a move that looked improvised but was probably rehearsed to the minute. She wore black bike shorts and a cut-up GCU tank she’d cropped herself, showing just enough skin to make “casual” feel like a dare. Her hair was in a high ponytail, already starting to frizz at the edges. In one hand: a bottle of red that cost at least two dinners on Greek Row.

Behind her, Jade. Denim shorts, neon bandeau, gold bangles. She was filming before she even crossed the threshold, digital camera already rolling as she panned the entrance and my face.

“Nice place,” Jade said, bracelets chiming. “Very… private.”

Sam flashed a grin and sailed past me like she’d lived here for years. She didn’t bother with hello. She went straight for the kitchen, grabbed three thrift-store glasses, and popped the wine with a twist that would make any bartender retire in shame.

I hovered, still in yesterday’s jeans and a white t-shirt that probably reeked of last night’s rooftop drama.

“This wasn’t on my schedule,” I said, but Sam just eyed me, pouring heavy.

“We’re here for that three-way shoot we talked about,” Sam announced, the edge of her voice making every word hotter.

Jade snorted, zooming in for a close-up of my surprised face. “He’s still in shock you actually followed through.”

Sam handed me a glass, eyes dancing. “You ready?”

“Born ready.” I faked a camera pose, but there was no hiding the adrenaline shot through my veins.

Sam dropped onto the wide leather couch, the one with old salt stains along the edge, and patted her lap like I was a housecat with something to prove. “First up, candid collaboration. Sit.”

For a heartbeat, I thought about resisting. But hell, why pretend?

I sat, and she immediately wrapped her arm around my waist, pulling me close enough to smell the sweat at her temples. Jade hovered, framing the shot.

Sam didn’t bother with the professional pitch. “Here’s the deal,” she said, staring dead into the lens. “The world’s seen West the legend, the photographer, the guy every queen in town wants a piece of. But what they never see?” She dropped her voice, letting it rumble in my ear. “The real you.”

Jade circled, camera never straying.

Sam ran her fingers through my hair, messing it up even more, then tugged me by the chin so I faced her. “Tell the people, West. Why do you shoot the way you do?”

I shrugged, honest. “People fake everything. I want the unguarded moments, or why bother?”

Jade cackled. “That’s the line right there. Get more vulnerable, Captain.”

Sam grinned, then turned it up a notch. She swung her leg across both mine, straddling my lap. Her thighs were strong, sweat already beading as she settled. Her butt…well, let’s just say the couch had a new legend.

She leaned close, noses nearly touching. “You ever get tired of being everyone’s legend? The guy with all the answers?”

I grinned, matching her energy. “You got a better gig?”

Sam purred. “Yeah. Being unpredictable.”

Jade barked a laugh and swooped in, camera angled low. “Mess with the formula. That’s what gets clicks.”

Jade swapped roles. “Next scene: movement. West, piggyback Sam through the house.”

Sam didn’t wait for a second command. She bounced off my lap and hopped onto my back, legs snug around my waist, hands bracing my chest. She was surprisingly light, but every flex of her thighs felt like a dare. I’d done this on the beach more times than I could count, but this time, Jade was there to catch it, egging us on.

“Damn,” Jade said, voice loaded. “Look at that grip.”

We did a lazy tour of the place, Sam peering over my shoulder, breath hot on my neck.

She dug her chin into my collar and whispered, “You know Victoria would literally call campus security if she knew we were doing this.”

I snorted. “That’s half the fun.”

Jade kept filming, moving backwards, then darted in to get a close-up of my face as I carried Sam up the old spiral stairs to the loft. Her camera caught everything: the sweat starting at Sam’s temples, my hand flexed on her thigh, her hair wild and bouncing in rhythm with each step.

At the edge of the upstairs, Sam slid off my back, landing with a light hop. She didn’t go far, just turned and pressed her body tight against mine, arms looping behind my neck. Her abs flexed against my stomach as she caught her breath. I could feel her heartbeat, rapid and bold, through both our shirts.

“Okay, but for real,” Sam said, voice lower, “doesn’t Victoria get exhausting?”

I didn’t answer. My brain was fried by the mix of body heat and the challenge in her eyes.

Jade watched, eyes sharp, then set her own camera down for a second. “Let’s show ‘em something real. None of that Sigma Eps journey-to-success phony baloney. Give us a connection shot.”

She didn’t wait. Jade glided across and slipped in behind me, palms bracketing my ribs, her body flush to my back. Through my shirt, her hands were cool, almost electric.

Sam, still against my front, let herself fold into me, lips ghosting my cheek, her body pressed so close we might as well have been skin to skin.

Jade leaned in, voice practically a purr. “See? This is how you break a box.”

She reached the camera around, one-handed now, filming the three of us as a unit. Her free fingers snuck up my shirt, tracing lines along my flanks.

Sam used the opening to tilt my face to hers. “Victoria keeps you in such a tight box. Always performing, always perfect. Don’t you get tired of it?”

No script, no plan, just the question, loaded and real.

I didn’t have an answer, but my pulse was hammering. The camera in Jade’s hand, the heat of Sam against me, the ocean outside daring us to let it all break loose.

For once, I didn’t want to be an observer.

I wanted to be the shot.

And judging by the way Sam and Jade zeroed in, so did they.

***

It wasn’t a slow burn. It was a match dropped on gasoline.

Jade pressed in, hands cool on my neck, her bracelets cold fire against my skin. With zero hesitation, she gripped my jaw and dragged my mouth to hers. Her lips were hungry, tongue darting past my teeth, a kiss so open and greedy I didn’t even pretend to play it safe. She tasted like sour cherry lip balm and the wild freedom from this morning’s run.

I was aware of Sam, body still glued to my front, her breath slowing in anticipation. Instead of shoving in, she stepped back and watched, eyes wide, soaking up every watt of energy. She wanted it raw, not faked, and Jade was giving her the gold standard.

When Jade finally broke the kiss, she kept her face an inch from mine, fingers slipping from my jaw to the nape of my neck. She gave a little squeeze, grinning like she’d just won finals.

“That,” she panted, “is the kind of authenticity I’m talking about.”

She didn’t let me go. Not completely.

Sam snaked her arms around my waist from behind, pressing her chest to my back, chin hooked over my shoulder. Her body heat soaked through my shirt, her next words low and almost vulnerable.

“You tired?” she teased, lips brushing my ear. “’Cause it kinda feels like things just got interesting.”

I breathed in, caught between sweat, sunscreen, and the sweet tang of whatever conditioner Sam used.

For a second, I found my voice, tried to make sense of the spiral.

“What exactly are we creating here?” I asked, the words hoarse even to my own ears.

Sam circled around, her thigh brushing my jeans, not breaking eye contact. “Something honest,” she said. “Something Victoria would never allow. No scripts. No power moves. Just us.”

Jade picked up her camera, filming our faces close and wild together, hands crisscrossed, shirts already half-wrecked from the last round. She paused, cocked her head, then set the camera down again, this time leaving it trained on us, a static shot, zero lies.

I watched her, wondering if this was the jump-off for a viral masterpiece or the opening salvo in some new drama war.

But Jade just shook her head, voice serious for once. “If you’re worried this is going viral, don’t. This stays between us. Some things aren’t meant to be shared.”

The words hit hard. She meant it.

Something loosened inside of me, the part that always circled back to boundaries and consequences, the part that measured every angle. Suddenly none of that mattered. Not Victoria’s rules, not campus legend. Just the three of us, here, running on want.

I reached for Sam, letting my hand find her cheek, fingers skimming the line of her jaw.

She closed the gap instantly, her mouth finding mine, all-in from the first brush. Sam kissed like she lived: committed, fireworks and no apologies. Her lips were softer than I expected, her tongue flicking against mine with a need that was less about show and more about claiming.

Jade was filming again, one hand holding the camera, the other tracing lazy lines across my shoulder blades.

The heat between us tripled.

I pulled back, letting Jade sneak a kiss from the other side, then rolled my head to catch Sam’s mouth again. She moaned into the kiss, hips bumping mine, her hands bunching the fabric of my shirt.

Jade filmed every second, a running commentary barely above a whisper.

“Yeah, that’s it. That’s honest. Hold each other, don’t let go…”

It was dizzying, the way Jade could direct a scene and star in it at the same time.

She stepped in, pressing her body against my side, kisses hot and teasing down my neck. Sam angled for the other side, and for a wild heartbeat, both women had a hand tangled in my hair, battling for space.

We stumbled backwards, bodies locked, until I backed into the wall.

Jade ghosted ahead, camera trained on the tangle of us, feet light as rumor. “Bedroom,” she called, her voice giddy. “Best light’s in there. And it’s way more…intimate.”

We made the migration, laughter and barely contained want driving us down the hall.

Jade filmed the walk, narrating every shot. “First time, folks, the legend steps out from behind the lens. No edits. No filters. Just raw, coastal heat.”

I felt naked, even dressed.

But I didn’t hesitate.

If this was legend, I wanted to burn the script.

We hit the bedroom in a pack, Jade moving like a panther, Sam glued to my side. I could feel the surf pounding below and the sun creeping higher outside, but inside? It was all heartbeats and the fizz of what was coming.

I glanced at Jade, eyes wide. “You sure you—?”

She cut me off, sealing her answer with another kiss, this one rougher, wetter, her hand catching behind my neck.

Sam pressed in, her voice gone raw. “Don’t overthink it, West. Just let it happen.”

Jade set her camera up on the dresser, red light blinking, pointed straight at the bed. She checked the frame, then turned, her smile savage.

“Documentation,” she said, voice low. “Sometimes it becomes art.”

Sam peeled off her shirt in one fluid move, letting it drop to the hardwood. Underneath: a black sports bra, flesh gleaming with sweat, abs flexed and ready.

She clambered onto the bed, yanking me after her with no patience for slow.

Jade circled us, camera still rolling, her own eyes burning.

The last thing I saw before the world dropped away was the flash of sunlight slicing through the window and the reflection of three bodies, tangled and real, in the far corner glass.

Whatever happened next, it was for us.

And nothing, not Victoria, not the old rules, not even campus legend, could touch it.

***

Sam tackled me first, shoving me backwards onto the mattress. The sheets were still tangled from a morning nap, smelling faintly of salt and sex. I barely had a chance to orient before her thighs bracketed my hips, and her hands went to my shirt, fingers already working the buttons.

She slowed then, a rare thing for Sam, letting every slip of fabric reveal a new stretch of skin. Her nails grazed my chest, leaving pale trails as she exposed me inch by inch. When she reached my waistband, she paused, eyes locked on mine, the world narrowing to this: her, me, and the camera humming in the corner.

Jade’s presence never faded. She watched, hungry, circling the bed like a predator with two targets to claim.

“Let him feel it,” Jade directed, her voice smoky. “Not just the touch, make him live every second.”

Sam bit her lip, dragging a hand over my abs. She leaned in and kissed me, soft at first, then full-throttle, tongue plunging deep. Her hands roved, not shy about cupping my cock through the denim, pressing her palm so firm it made my eyes roll back.

I was already half hard, but that touch? It was like getting turbo charged with jumper cables.

Sam yanked my jeans down in one motion, boxers with them. My cock snapped free, thick and eager, standing straight up for the camera.

Jade approved. “That’s what I wanted to see,” she purred, hand now between her own thighs. She shimmied her shorts down, tossing them aside, then climbed onto the bed behind Sam.

The way they moved together, Sam slipping back, Jade pressing forward, felt like choreography ripped out of my best daydreams.

Jade reached over Sam’s shoulder, grabbed my cock at the base and squeezed. My hips jerked up, and Sam laughed, gasping as Jade used her grip to line me up right under Sam’s body.

For a wild second, I thought Jade was going to steal the scene, take me for herself and force Sam to watch. But she didn’t, she let Sam hold the lead, content to egg her on from the sidelines.

Sam lowered herself, her heat and wetness soaking through the tiny scrap of her black briefs. She ground her pussy up and down my shaft, using her hips to set a slow, punishing friction. Her clit mashed against me with every pass.

But instead of rushing it, she just rocked, letting the pleasure build. She braced her hands on my abs, short nails digging in, as she rode the length of me.

“Feels so good,” she breathed, sweat already trickling down her chest.

Jade was behind her, hands on Sam’s hips, amplifying the motion. She bent over and nipped at Sam’s shoulder, then flicked her tongue along Sam’s spine.

“God, you two are hot,” Jade groaned, the words half growl. “Let’s get some real movement.”

She peeled Sam’s panties away, exposing Sam’s pussy. It was perfect, tan, smooth, lips parted and glistening. Jade reached around and spread Sam open so the camera had a better view, then pressed her own body flush along Sam’s back. Jade’s tits, fuller than the spandex hinted, mushed against Sam’s shoulders, her own abs flexing as she moved.

When Sam lined me up, her pussy was already dripping.

She paused, tip poised at her entrance, and looked over her shoulder at Jade. “Wanna help?”

Jade didn’t hesitate. She guided my cock to Sam’s pussy, then forced it in, slow at first, then hot and deep.

Sam gasped, back arching, as my cock speared inside her.

For the first few thrusts, Jade had her fingers right above where we were joined, spreading Sam and running her thumb in small circles over Sam’s clit. It added fuel to the fire.

Sam’s head tipped back. Her hair spilled down her back in a wild tangle, sticking to her damp skin. She rode me, grinding in slow circles, letting me fill her and stretch her.

I wrapped my arms around her, hands finding her breasts and squeezing, tweaking the nipples through the damp fabric of her bra. Sam’s moans got louder, more raw.

Jade watched, then dove forward and sucked one of Sam’s nipples through the thin mesh. That set Sam off, her whole body went electric with need.

“Don’t stop,” Sam hissed, “that’s fucking perfect—”

Jade alternated, kissing Sam’s spine and then shifting to kiss me, mouth salty with sweat and breathless with want. When she turned to me, her kiss was hungry, her tongue darting in and stealing every ounce of hesitation I had left.

She broke the kiss with a smile, then slid down beside us, ass up, head next to my thigh.

“Show her how much you want it, Donovan,” Jade taunted, letting her tongue flick over the place where I stretched Sam wide.

Then, in a move that would’ve made Sports Illustrated drool, Jade hooked one ankle up over her own head, twisting her body into a full split. She crawled up and straddled my chest, ass grinding down onto my sternum. For a moment, I was pinned, Sam riding my cock, Jade’s gymnast thighs bracketing my face.

“You want to taste?” Jade purred, grabbing the back of my head and yanking my mouth up to her pussy.

She didn’t bother with panties, her slit was bare and already glistening.

I licked, then sucked, then dove in with abandon.

Jade was pure energy, her hips fucked my face, her hands guiding me exactly where she wanted the pressure on her clit.

Above, Sam never stopped riding me.

Sometimes they’d kiss each other, sometimes they’d both watch me, enjoying how wrecked I looked pinned under two cheerleaders who didn’t know how to quit.

I fingered Sam’s clit as she bounced, feeling her walls tighten around my cock. Jade shuddered on my tongue, every flick of my touch making her whimper, voice muffled as she bit the mattress to hold in the cry.

It went on like that, pulsing, grinding, the power shifting and shifting again, until we all lost track of the game.

Jade switched up, rolling to my side, then grabbing Sam by the waist and pulling her off my lap. She wasn’t shy, she wanted her own turn.

Jade mounted me, dropping her body onto my cock with a shiver that nearly made me lose it on the spot. She rode with power, thighs flexed, core tight, driving up and down like she was powering through a final routine.

She leaned back, balanced on her palms, and showed off her flexibility, arching her spine so the sunlight caught every line, every muscle. She’d take me almost all the way out, then slam down until I hit her deepest.

The sight of her got Sam going again. Sam crawled up and mirrored Jade’s movement, lips tracing lazy circles over Jade’s nipples as Jade fucked herself on me. Sometimes Sam would lean down and capture my mouth, mashing her lips to mine with a hunger that felt desperate. Other times, she’d whisper encouragement in Jade’s ear, dirty things like, “Want him to make you scream? Just grind that clit, baby.”

Jade lost control first. She came with a shake and a yelp, pussy milking my cock so tight it was a miracle I held out.

Sam slid in, bullying Jade aside, and planted herself above me. She ripped off her bra, tossing it aside, breasts bouncing as she settled her pussy over my cock again.

This time, she didn’t perform. She took her time.

She rode me slow, grinding forward and back, letting every inch of me stretch her open and rub where she needed it most.

Jade lay next to us, spent but watching, camera still rolling.

Sam’s hands pressed into my shoulders so hard I thought she might bruise bone. The look she gave me, hungry, raw, a hurricane behind the blue, swallowed up the world beyond the bed. She rolled her hips with the control of a pro, but her focus wasn’t on the performance, not now; it was on the way my body responded under her, the shiver in my voice, the way my hands gripped her waist, desperate for purchase. Each time her pussy slid down my length, I watched her try to bite back a moan and fail spectacularly, her lips parting in a gasp that made my cock twitch even deeper inside her.

“It’s just us now,” she said, voice thick, eyes wet and wild. Her body moved with a new sort of abandon, the kind that felt less like a dance and more like a surrender. “Feel me. All of me.”

I heard Jade’s voice in the haze, background static from the side. “Don’t you dare let go, Captain. Take him all the way.” But the words barely registered, Sam’s heat, her need, eclipsed everything.

Her palms slid up from my shoulders, over my chest, and then to my face. She cupped my jaw, thumb rubbing the edge of my mouth, smearing sweat and spit into something elemental. I pulled her down and kissed her, open-mouthed, greedy. She tasted like salt and sun and risk. When she pulled back there were tears on her cheeks, real, not staged for effect. She didn’t flinch or wipe them away. She just looked at me, letting herself be seen, nothing between us but friction and vulnerability.

She started grinding faster, hips a blur, and her thighs clamped around my ribs. I remembered, distantly from high school, the first time I ever saw her stick a landing on the beam, how her jaw set, how every muscle in her body seemed to vibrate with the effort of not breaking, not collapsing. This was that, but inverted: Sam wasn’t holding it together, she was letting it all go, the crack at the center of her broke open and spilled out something raw and beautiful.

She rode me harder, letting out a guttural sound each time my cock buried deeper. I felt her walls pulse, clamping down so tight I almost lost it right there. My hands found her ass, squeezing, guiding her rhythm even as she tried to run away with it. Her head lolled back, hair slicked to her neck, chest arching with each breath. The sunlight hitting her shoulders made her look carved from bronze.

My world narrowed to Sam, the way she fucked me, the way her body drew out every ounce of what I’d been saving up for weeks. I sensed Jade moving at the periphery, but her presence just fed what was happening between us, a three-part harmony, but the melody was all Sam.

She looked down at me, and for a moment I glimpsed the part of her that was scared, the part that never let anyone in. It made me want to pull her apart and put her back together again, every nerve ending tuned just for me. I braced both hands on her hips and thrust up so hard she nearly bucked off, but she took it, riding out the shock with a trembling laugh and a sob all tangled up in one noise.

“Fuck, West,” she moaned, voice breaking. “Don’t stop. Don’t—”

Jade’s voice again, a sly whisper: “Open up for him, Sammy. Let him in.”

That did something, the last wall tumbled. Sam collapsed forward, her body smearing sweat down my chest, and her lips found my ear. “Come inside me,” she pleaded, so soft I thought I imagined it. “I want to feel all of you, baby. Please.”

The word “please” detonated any sense of control.

I gripped her ass and drove into her, every muscle straining. Her body was velvet and vice, milking my cock with every desperate clench. I felt the moment she started to come, her pussy spasmed so hard I saw sparks, her whole frame seizing up as she screamed into my shoulder, muffling the sound with her teeth. Her nails dug in, scoring lines down my chest.

“Sam—” I gasped, only half a warning.

She nodded, sobbing out, “Yes. Yes, baby, do it—“

I exploded inside her, hips bucking up, every nerve on fire. My mind went white, then blue, then nothing at all but Sam’s body shaking above me, drawing out every last drop. I shot so deep I felt it in my teeth, her breath hot on my cheek as she collapsed onto me, both of us obliterated.

She kept moving, slow and full, milking every aftershock. My cock didn’t even go soft right away, just stayed locked inside her as we convulsed together, stuck to each other by sweat and cum and the kind of connection I didn’t have words for yet.

For a long, suspended minute, all I could hear was the crash of the ocean outside and the ragged sounds of our breathing, spiraling down from panic to peaceful.

Jade just watched, a lazy, sated grin on her lips, hand absently trailing over her own stomach.

Sunlight poured over us, painting everything gold.

Maybe the camera caught it. Maybe it didn’t.

But for once, what mattered wasn’t the legend.

It was her, soft and raw, and me, holding tight as the tide finally calmed.

***

Sometime after, the world drifted back in. The hush of the ocean, the way the sheets stuck to our skin, the gold bands of sunlight slashing over Sam’s bare back.

We didn’t move at first. Sam was limp, her head pillowed on my chest, legs tangled with mine. Jade lounged at the end of the bed, chewing on her knuckle as she smiled at us.

For once, there was zero post-coital snark. Just heavy, blissed-out silence.

Jade broke it, rolling off the mattress and padding over to her camera. She scrolled through the highlights, her face a little softer than usual.

“Yeah,” she said, matter-of-fact. “That’s what we wanted.” She glanced over her shoulder, catching my eye. “Promise, this stays between us. Most real thing I’ve shot in years.”

She dressed quick, no fuss, then hovered by the door, eyes on Sam.

“Take care of him,” Jade said, and for a split second, I saw the friend beneath the performer.

Sam didn’t answer, she just squeezed me tighter.

When Jade closed the door behind her, the whole vibe snapped into something new.

The drama, the challenge, the muscle for the camera…gone. It was just Sam, curled up, hair fanned over my chest, lips barely moving as she breathed.

She didn’t rush to fill the quiet. Neither did I.

For a long stretch, we just listened to the low roar of the surf, the house so still you could almost hear the sun moving west.

Eventually, I ran a hand down her back, slow, just feeling the easy lines of muscle under her skin.

“Stay,” I said, surprising myself as much as her.

She answered with a tiny nod, face nuzzled into my neck.

We let the afternoon drift.

When the sun dipped low, Sam finally spoke, voice little more than a whisper.

“I didn’t expect to like this so much. Being here. With you.”

I chuckled, honest. “I didn’t expect it, either.”

She stretched, rolling so she could look at me full-on. For once, her eyes weren’t wild with energy, but steady and open.

“Everybody always wants something,” Sam said. “A trophy, a title, a perfect photo. But this…” She trailed off, searching for it.

“Feels real?”

She grinned, soft. “Yeah. Like, not a Rush Week stunt.”

We talked, about her squad, her Nationals obsession, about what it meant to be the underdog on a campus obsessed with power. I told her about shooting street teams in Europe, how sometimes the best shot was a split second of chaos nobody else cared to notice.

Conversation never slowed. If anything, we got more comfortable, more synced. She asked questions nobody ever did, like why I kept old Polaroids in my camera bag, or if I ever might ditch GCU to chase the pro surf circuit.

Only once she got quiet did I realize her fingers were drawing patterns on my chest.

She climbed on top again, no acrobatics, no wild choreography, just skin on skin, slow and intentional.

She straddled my hips, thighs braced on either side, pussy already damp and needy.

Sam leaned down, letting her breasts brush my chest, hair a curtain around our faces.

“I want you,” she whispered. “Just you.”

Her need wasn’t loud now. It was focused, all her energy, all her perfectionism, pointed straight at me.

I grabbed her ass, squeezing as she lowered herself onto my cock. We both groaned this time, it was less about fireworks, more about connection.

She rocked into me, slow at first, a rolling grind that set my nerves on edge, every inch of her skin mapping itself onto mine. Her hands braced on my chest, fingers splaying wide for leverage, nails digging in just enough to remind me she was still the varsity cheerleader, built for control, for balance, for pinning someone down and never letting go. She rotated her hips in little figure-eights, finding that perfect angle where her clit pressed hard against my pelvic bone, and every move made her shudder.

Our eyes met, and for once neither of us looked away. Not even for a blink. It was a staring contest, heat and bravado and something else simmering underneath, something that felt less like a one-night stand and more like a dare: show me what’s real, show me how long you can hold out, show me how good you want it to be. I held her stare, fingers digging into the small of her back, and matched her rhythm, thrust for measured thrust.

She started to pant, short little gasps that hitched every time she bottomed out on me. The flush spread from her cheeks down her neck, a rosy pink that painted her whole chest, all the way to the tops of her breasts. Sweat beaded at her hairline, one perfect drop sliding down the curve of her jaw, and when I leaned up and licked it away, she bit back a moan that was half defiance, half surrender.

“Fuck, you’re good at this,” she said, voice gone gravelly.

I grinned, couldn’t help it. “You haven’t even seen my final form.”

She rolled her eyes, but the smile on her lips was real, no sarcasm in sight. She leaned forward, breasts brushing my chin, and kissed me rougher this time, like she wanted to leave a mark. Her tongue was all motion, no hesitation, and it felt like she was trying to swallow the noise in my throat, to make it hers.

With every grind, she got sloppier, less in control, more open. I felt her thighs tremble against my hips and knew she was close, but she kept pushing, holding out, maybe wanting us to tip over together. I shifted under her, planted my feet for leverage, and bucked up just once, hard enough she gasped and faltered, the mask slipping for a split second.

She pressed her forehead to mine, breath hot and ragged. “Don’t let go,” she whispered. “Not yet.”

I promised her I wouldn’t. Not with words, but by slowing my pace, letting her dictate the build, letting her climb as high as she wanted before the fall. Her hands moved to my shoulders, then my throat, fingers spread wide as if she could anchor herself there, not in a choking way but in a “don’t you fucking move” way. I didn’t. I let myself be pinned, let her ride out every pulse and twitch, let her take what she needed.

There was a moment, split-second, but it felt endless, when her eyes fluttered and she said my name, not loud, not performative, but like she’d never said it before and had to get it right. Her body went tense, a drawn bowstring, then she started to shake, not just her legs but her whole torso, like the current of release had short-circuited her nervous system.

I tried to hold it together, tried to last through her orgasm, but the way she clenched down on me, the way her pussy sucked me in, the way she was nothing but raw need and sweat and shaking limbs, it was impossible. I felt myself tip over, a whiteout that burned and blurred out every thought except the pleasure, the relief, the way we came together like we’d been practicing for years.

She cried out, not a scream but a broken, guttural sound that curled my toes. I swore, head thrown back, hands gripping her ass so hard I probably left bruises. I came so deep it felt like I could taste it in my mouth, and she milked every last pulse, grinding down, refusing to let go until we were both wrung dry.

The aftershocks came in waves, her body flexing, relaxing, then bearing down again with tiny afterquakes that kept us locked together. She collapsed forward, face buried in my neck, arms limp around my head. We stayed like that, stuck together by sweat and spit and whatever else we’d made, breathing like we’d just survived something and maybe didn’t know what to do next.

For a while, the only sound was her heartbeat against my chest and the crash of the Pacific through the open window. My hands traced lazy, shaky circles on the small of her back, not trying to move her, just wanting to memorize the feeling of her skin, the weight of her on me.

Eventually, she rolled to the side, but didn’t let go, just took me with her so we ended up on our sides, limbs tangled, her head on my outstretched arm. She looked at me with eyes still wild, but softer now, the edges rounded off by afterglow.

“I don’t usually…” she started, but trailed off.

“Me neither,” I said, which was true despite my crazy start at GCU.

We both laughed, a little breathless, not sure what we were saying or if it even mattered.

She reached up, fingers tracing the line of my jaw, then the ridge of my brow where sweat had glued a few wild hairs to my face. “You’re not what I expected.”

I grinned, thumb brushing her cheek. “Is that good or bad?”

She pretended to think about it, but the answer was in the smile she tried to hide. “I think it’s dangerous.”

I pulled her closer, letting her leg hook over mine, and kissed her forehead. “Let’s be dangerous, then.”

She didn’t argue.

We lay there, staring at the ceiling, not needing to fill the space with talk or plans or anything other than the steady thump of our hearts slowing back to normal. Outside, the sun was going down, painting the walls with streaks of orange and gold, and for the first time in a long time, I didn’t feel like I had to be anywhere else.

After, we just curled up, breathing in the dusk, hearts pounding in sync.

Legend didn’t need an audience.

Sometimes, it just needed two people, a bed, and the courage to stop pretending.

***

By the time the last rays of gold faded from the wall, the room had cooled to blue. The world outside was all waves and shadows. Sam lay against me, lazy and soft, tracing invisible shapes across my chest.

She didn’t speak at first.

When she did, her voice came out rougher than I’d ever heard it.

“I didn’t plan for this to happen,” Sam said, each word like she had to drag it out by force. “Getting feelings for you. It complicates everything.”

That hit me somewhere I didn’t want to admit.

For a second, I let it roll around inside.

But there was no hiding anymore. Not after what we’d just shared.

“Yeah,” I said, “I feel it, too.”

Saying it was like unlocking a safe. At first, all I felt was relief. Then a wave of panic. Because now it was real.

She traced a circle over my heart, her head tucked under my chin.

“You know, Victoria is going to lose her mind.”

I chuckled, letting the nerves bleed into laughter. “Probably. But I’m tired of letting everyone else tell me what I’m supposed to want.”

Sam lifted her head, eyes still soft, a tiny smile at the corner of her mouth. “You want to try this? For real?”

I propped myself up, suddenly more awake than I’d been in days.

“Let me take you out,” I said. “Not just a photoshoot. Not a Rush stunt. An actual date. I want to see where this goes with you, with us. Officially. Openly. Even if it pisses off the whole campus.”

She didn’t answer right away. Just watched me, searching for a flinch, maybe hoping I’d back down.

But I didn’t.

Finally, she smiled, slow and a little wild. “Then it’s a date.”

She sealed it with a kiss, slow and more tender than I thought possible from the girl who owned every room she walked into.

We settled back into the bed, limbs wrapped up, nothing between us but honest sweat and shared history.

When her eyes drifted shut, I watched Sam breathe, watched the moon paint her face silver.

So, yeah…the three-way shoot didn’t just flip the script. It started a whole new story.

Nobody said it would be easy. But as I held Sam, feeling her warmth in the dark, I figured—

It was time to be the legend who wrote his own rules.


King’s Gambit


Some people say Sigma Epsilon is intimidating. The house sits at the peak of Greek Row, looming over the campus like a temple to power, every angle built to flex status. But I’d walked into championship heats with less adrenaline than I had walking up those perfect slate steps, camera bag slung like a shield, hair still salt-wild from the drive.

Inside, the air was a cool 72, every surface gleaming. The signature jasmine-sandalwood blend hit my nostrils before a single human voice did. Most houses smelled like sweat and last night’s party, but Sigma? Sigma was engineered. Even the way my sneakers struck the floor sounded deliberate, echoes swallowed up in thick, expensive hush.

Finding the strategy room wasn’t hard. First left off the main gallery, big double doors, white, gold hardware, zero fingerprints. I’d been summoned, no question. I knocked anyway, because I knew it would annoy her.

“Come,” Victoria’s voice called, impatient.

I stepped in.

If the Boardwalk felt like a war zone, this room was the general’s bunker. Massive marble table, white and veined with silver; crystal water glasses, notebooks stacked in perfect formation; wall of digital displays pulsing with the kind of data that would make a campaign manager hard. The windows blazed with ocean light, but all the heat was from the showdown waiting at the head of the table.

Victoria stood there, queen posture locked in, arms crossed under the soft drape of a navy wrap dress. Her blonde hair twisted up, not a single strand out of place. Even the emerald ring gleamed brighter in the flat glow of the screens.

To her right, Olivia presided over a laptop and an array of tablets, her hair pulled back in a razor-sharp ponytail. She looked up, nodded, and went straight into her play.

“Sit,” Victoria said, “We have a situation.”

I dropped into the nearest chair, leather cold even through my jeans.

She didn’t waste a second.

“Olivia, show him.”

The screens flashed side-by-side comparison. Left: Sigma Epsilon, perfection in every pixel, Victoria front and center, girls artfully arrayed, even the candid laughs sculpted like advertising. The following line of stats glowed in icy blue: Recruitment Converts: +4.5%. Social Engagement: 28% increase week-over-week. Perception Polling: 87% “influential,” but only 61% “approachable.”

The right panel was a gut punch.

Theta Pi in pink, sweaty, wild, barely holding formation. Sam’s face, alive and star-bright, Jade’s bracelets a blur in the foreground. The girls weren’t posed; they were moving, dancing, shoving drinks at each other, hair tangled and teeth showing. Recruitment: +11%. Social Engagement: 66% spike. Perception Polling: “fun,” “authentic,” “girls we want to be friends with” and 93% “approachable.”

Olivia didn’t editorialize. She just toggled through the graphs, each one stacked higher in Sam’s favor.

“Theta Pi is now leading in every major Rush Week metric except ‘professionalism,’ which is still yours by a decent margin,” Olivia said, fingers flickering over her screen. “But if the current trendline holds, their campaign will close the gap by Thursday night. In social engagement, they’re already off the charts. The difference is content. Specifically, content featuring you, West.”

She switched to raw visuals, and it was all the proof you needed. My shots of Victoria’s house looked like a jewelry ad, clean, glossy, almost cold. The ones from Theta Pi? They were pure summer: sweat, sun, skin, and connection. You could hear the laughter just looking at them.

Victoria didn’t blink. She just watched, taking it in, one muscle at a time.

Olivia went in for the kill. “If you want to reverse the momentum, Sigma Epsilon needs to shift either perception or output. There’s an option here to flood content, ramp up exclusivity, or,” and Olivia glanced at me, “integrate elements proven to work for the competition.”

Victoria held up her hand. “That’s enough.”

Olivia didn’t argue. She just shut her tablet, stacked the docs, and waited, silent and precise, her gaze never straying from the action.

Victoria turned to me, all queen and zero softness.

“Explain to me,” she said, “why my boyfriend is creating better content for my direct competitor than for me.”

She paused, letting the ice settle in the room.

“If the campus wants a legend, I intend to give them one. But you’re making the sunshine girls look like the future, while we’re the past. If that’s intentional, just say so.”

She slid a thick folder across the table. Not digital, physical, heavy with paper and intent. I opened it.

It was a life sentence, color-coded and time-blocked. Every hour from now to the Rush finale mapped for me: morning shoots, golden hour, controlled afterparties, even “candid” setups with precise call times. No margin for drift. No time for even a breath that wasn’t Sigma Epsilon approved.

“You want me to freeze out every other house and devote my entire schedule to you?” I said, voice even.

She said nothing. Just watched me.

I flipped the pages, line after line of “required” attendance, all of it locking me into her world, her calendar, her legend.

I closed the folder, tapped it once on the table, then pushed it right back.

“More control isn’t the solution,” I said. “It’s the problem.”

You could hear the crack in the strategy as the words landed.

Victoria’s eyes went sharp, heat leaking out under the surface.

For the first time since I’d sat down, she let her mask slip.

“You’re sleeping with her, aren’t you?” The words weren’t jealous. They were surgical.

I didn’t even blink. “Yes. Just like I am with Summer and Bella. And you. Our arrangement has always been open. Sam doesn’t change that.”

The silence was a held breath, raw, uncomfortable, but honest.

Victoria stared at me, mouth set, but something shifted at the edge of her jaw.

I didn’t fill the space. I let it stretch, the truth out there, clean and bright.

For the first time since I’d walked in, Sigma Epsilon felt like a house, not a fortress.

And sitting there in the cold perfection of her war room, I thought maybe the tide had finally turned.

***

Victoria didn’t so much as blink. But the air got dense, like the moment before lightning cracks across the water.

“I don’t care who you sleep with, West,” she said. “I care that you’re making me look weak, and that damages Sigma Epsilon.” Each word ironed out, crisp as the pleats on her dress. “This isn’t about jealousy. It’s about appearance. And right now? You’re creating a narrative where I’m not in control.”

She didn’t even look at Olivia for backup. But Olivia was ready.

From her side of the table, she swiped the tablet forward, screen already loaded.

“Actually,” Olivia said, her tone breezy but the content savage, “weakness isn’t even in the top five negative perceptions. Take a look at these.” She brought up heat maps and comment threads. “The posts with the most engagement? It’s not the ones where you’re alone on the throne, Vic. It’s the candid moments. Especially the ones involving the other house. The more we show approachable competition, the more people want to belong to Sigma.”

Her fingers danced through the stats. She even had pie charts, pink and gold, of course.

“Our three highest-performing posts this week were: One, the dance-off at The Boardwalk where Jade and Dani went head-to-head with two of our new recruits. Two, the moment you and Sam had an actual conversation on the party deck, no sniping, just real. And three, the shot where you and Aria toasted before the rush breakfast. That last one almost doubled our previous record for shares.”

Victoria’s nostrils flared. I’d seen her bluff in debate, but this wasn’t theater. This was process.

She glanced at me. “Well, West? You want to defend your work?”

I grinned, slid my own tablet into the gap. Flicked to a set I’d saved for this exact moment.

“Forget the formulas for a second,” I said. “Look at this.”

I queued up a still from the Boardwalk party, Victoria and Sam leaning at the railing, half-lit, mid-laugh, faces soft, eyes not quite guarded. There wasn’t a single accessory or pose in sight.

“Most-liked image I’ve posted all semester,” I said. “Beating your staged chandelier shot by about four thousand shares.”

Olivia let out a low whistle, as if she’d just watched a hat trick.

I scrolled. “Here’s another. Rush brunch, you and Aria swapping stories. Nobody cared what was in the glassware. They commented on your smile.”

Victoria tried not to let it show, but her fingers curled tight around the back of her chair.

“These aren’t just numbers on a wall,” I said, scooting closer. “This is about what people actually respond to. Perfection is impressive, but it’s untouchable. Trust the structures you've put in place and the people you’ve recruited to do their jobs without you pushing every knob and pulling every lever. Vic, let me do the job you hired me to do. I promise you’ll love the results.”

Olivia nodded, a rare flash of pride, or maybe just excitement, for the debate.

Victoria’s voice got low, too quiet for the screens to pick up, but plenty loud for the room. “So, what? You want me to just…stop caring? Surrender?”

I held her gaze, no script, no bullshit. “Not surrender. Evolve. Sigma Epsilon doesn’t need to be more like Sam’s house. But you do need to open the gates. Show people that your excellence is something they can reach for, not just stare at from the bottom of the hill. That’s how you win. That’s how you build a legacy.”

She stared at the image, thumb hovering over the frame where her mid-laugh face looked so unlike her usual legend pose.

Olivia finally broke the silence. “You asked for options, Vic. That’s your edge right there. Use the tools, not just the rules. Show you can blend strength with connection. If you push harder, you’ll just look desperate. Let West do what he does best, and trust that the legend can take a little heat.”

Victoria didn’t answer right away. But her head dipped, just for a second, like maybe she’d heard what nobody else dared to say.

For the first time all day, her armor cracked.

The queen was listening.

***

Victoria didn’t just stand there. She spun away from the digital wall, chin down, pressing a palm over her mouth to keep whatever was boiling inside from spilling out.

For a split second, she was just a girl in a room too big for any single person.

When she spoke, her voice was so soft it barely made it across the marble. “You really believe I’m hurting my own house?”

The words clung to the silence, desperate.

I took a beat. Let the weight settle.

“I think you’re trying too hard to be perfect, babe. Sometimes letting people see the struggle is what makes them actually care. If you only show the destination, nobody trusts they can follow, you know?”

She half-turned, red blotching her cheeks. It was the first honest flush I’d seen since the candid picture I’d taken of her way back in high school.

I kept going, since there was nothing left to hide. “I love you. I love the way you see every detail, every angle, the way you’ll fight to the last second for your house. But people don’t join a sorority to perform. They join because they want to belong. And the only way anyone ever feels that? Is if the legend at the top lets herself belong, too.”

Her shoulders curled in, so small for someone who could dominate a stadium.

Across the table, Olivia absorbed every nuance, eyes flickering between us.

Victoria steadied herself enough to muster the queen’s voice again, if not the posture. “Olivia. Prepare alternative content strategies, multiple tracks. Build in West’s analysis, focus on approachable excellence. I want full options tonight.”

Olivia didn’t flinch. She was already typing as she moved, seamless and in control. “Understood. I’ll have three proposals uploaded before midnight,” she said, then shot me a sly look as if to say “good luck,” and disappeared into the hallway.

The big double doors sealed, and just like that, it was only the two of us.

Victoria stared at her own hands, ring twisting, until finally she looked up.

“I don’t know how to do this differently,” she admitted, voice stripped raw. “Everything I’ve built…all of it…it was always through control. Perfection. Never letting anyone see the cracks.”

I reached across the marble, taking her hands in mine. They were cold, a little damp.

“You don’t have to figure it out alone,” I said. “You’ve got me. We can make something nobody else has even tried before.”

She stared at our joined hands, hesitated, then squeezed. For a second, it was like she was weighing every dream, every rumor, every cautionary tale her mother ever fed her.

But then she made up her mind.

“I want your help. The last round of Rush Week, every event, every story, every shot. I want it to feel like Sigma, but I want people to feel like they’re allowed in. Can you do that?”

I grinned, letting the tension ease. “That’s literally why you hired me, Vic.”

She rolled her eyes, but the old fire was back in them.

I pushed to stand. “Forty-eight hours and you’ll have content that blows up every group chat this side of the Ivy League. And yeah, I’ll keep it clean enough for the alumni.”

She stepped into my path, voice low and loaded. “I still expect your best work, West. Nothing less.”

I paused at the doorway, looking back. “Maybe my best work happens when you stop pinning me down.”

She gave a half laugh, dry and bright. “Perhaps you’re right. I suppose I can manage that, if you deliver.”

“Always,” I promised.

I let the door swing shut behind me.

But through the glass, I caught a last glance: Victoria was already hunched over the tablet, dragging and dropping images, scribbling notes, layering new plans over the old. She didn’t erase the perfection. She just let it bend, a little.

The legend was still there, but for the first time, it wasn’t alone.

And for the first time, I wanted whatever came next.


Golden Hour Gambit


If you wanted to win a war, you didn’t show up to the front line with a dead battery or out-of-date gear.

I spent an hour prepping the cove, every inch mapped with the kind of obsession only the truly outnumbered can pull off. First, the surfboards, brand-new, all curves and shine, with AquaVibe logos sliced down the rails like they were stamped in neon. Next, the reflector screens and tripods, set for the burn of golden hour. Not a cloud in sight, just the late sun bleeding honey across the Pacific and up the crags of my own bluff.

The sand was warm under my feet, the salt air a constant tongue on my skin. I knelt by the rock outcrop, lining up the GoPro, and checked the angle twice. There’d be no faking it, not with this level of detail.

Up top, my cliff house watched like a sentry, windows catching the sun, promise in every glint.

The waves rolled in, steady 3-footers, the color the kind of blue you only get from a fresh tide. Gulls wheeled overhead, but otherwise, the world was quiet, no frat boys, no stage moms, no Victoria. For the first time all week, I had the setup to myself, and if I played it right, two social legends and a shot at rewriting every rule Victoria thought she owned.

The voice that shattered the hush was pure velvet.

“Wow. Tell me you don’t live here all year,” Aria said, bare feet ghosting down the access path. Her hair was loose, a little wild, catching the sun in a way her filters never quite captured.

She wore a white wrap dress, barely enough to count as clothing, and the ocean breeze dragged it sideways, showing off tanned thighs and the delicate ink that traced her ankle. The perfume she favored was softer in the open air, vanilla and something citrus, not the headache-inducing cloud Victoria deployed for intimidation.

I straightened, wiping sand from my knees. “Hey. Right on time.”

She wasted no moves. Arms looped around my neck, casual as you please, pulling me in for a quick hello and an even longer linger at my jawline.

Her fingertips slid down my shirt, featherlight, like she was checking for a secret only she knew.

“This location is perfect,” Aria said, sweeping the cove with a practiced eye. “The light, the seclusion... it’s exactly what we need.”

She let her gaze skate over the boards, the camera, then back to my face. “You really thought of everything, didn’t you?”

I grinned. “What’s the point of running underground if you’re gonna half-ass it?”

Aria’s smile, for once, was unguarded. “If Victoria ever saw you like this, she’d combust.”

The thought made me laugh; the reality was a heart-pounding risk. Victoria believed this was a Sigma Epsilon exclusive, something to launch their Rush Week into another dimension. If she knew Aria was double-timing her with the enemy, there’d be no survivors.

Aria didn’t look worried. She trailed a finger down my arm, then let go, strolling barefoot to the first AquaVibe board. She ran her hands along the rail, studying the grooves.

“These grip pads are new. Smart, they’ll pop in the photos,” she said, all business now.

I watched her for a second, letting the moment stretch.

That’s when Lila hit the cove, two AquaVibe boards hoisted overhead like she was making an entrance at the summer games.

She wore a neon green bikini and a pair of cutoff shorts so frayed they barely counted as fabric. Her hair was up, curls spilling everywhere, the sun hitting her skin and making her look like she’d been airbrushed. She spotted us, raised a wild eyebrow, and jogged down, boards glinting.

She planted the boards upright in the sand with a showy thud.

“These need to be the stars,” Lila announced, voice carrying. “But we have to make them look like anyone can pick one up, not just the pro girls.”

She locked eyes with Aria, gave a once-over, then turned her attention to me.

“And by ‘anyone,’ obviously I mean me. Unless you want this to look like a Sigma Epsilon ad for ‘fragile flower of the week.’”

Aria didn’t even blink. She flashed a practiced smile. “I think the brief called for ‘California authentic.’ You can manage that, right?”

Lila snorted, pure mischief. “I was born authentic. So was my ass, unlike some people’s Instagram followers.”

The subtext bounced around us, electric.

I stepped between them, grabbing a board and spinning it for north light.

“Let’s make it easy. Brand up, stance natural, like you’re on a break between sets. The feel should be fun, like you just dropped in and found out the water was perfect,” I said, grabbing the reflector and lining up the angle.

Lila didn’t move. She cocked a hip and shot me a grin.

“If you want natural, maybe you should show me how to stand. Or better yet, show me exactly how you want me,” she said, handing off her board in a move that pressed her hand too long against mine.

Her eyes sparkled, loaded with invitations.

Aria interjected, voice smooth as the horizon. “West prefers to direct verbally, he’s quite good with words. Saves time and keeps things… professional.”

Her smile was all edge; her posture all claim.

Lila held my gaze, unbothered. “Whatever works, Golden Boy. I’m easy.”

Aria stepped in, nudging Lila just enough to reclaim three inches of sand. “Let’s get started. The light’s not going to wait just because you want to score extra face time.”

Lila shot back, “Don’t worry. I’ll give you a full tutorial once the Sigma filter queen is done getting her presets lined up.”

I had to cut it before they started a turf war.

“Bikinis and boards up,” I said. “Let’s hit the rocks before the sun dips.”

Both girls whipped off their extras. Aria’s dress vanished in a single shrug, leaving her in a pale blue bikini that hugged every curve, perfectly on-brand. Lila’s neon top popped against her skin, the cut built for surf, not sunbathing.

They posed, boards underarm, and I lined up the first shot.

Behind the lens, the world went still.

Aria knew the angles, shifting from soft smile to fierce in a blink. She took direction, but also bent it, giving me looks that said she remembered last week in my kitchen, shirtless at midnight, lips stained from stolen dessert. Every gesture hinted at history.

Lila, on the other hand, leaned in to improv. Her stance was loud, hips cocked, hair wild, feet dug into the sand like she dared gravity to move her. She’d flash me a tongue, then tip the board vertical and ride it like a stage prop.

They one-upped each other without ever getting obvious. Every “accidental” touch was a challenge. When Lila went for a hair toss, Aria mirrored it, only smoother, more controlled. When Aria arched her back, Lila matched it, but she’d add a little wiggle at the end, like she was daring Aria to call her out.

I kept up, snapping candids between the setup shots. There was no faking the chemistry; it was battle and banter rolled together.

The sand held the day’s heat, but the air was already turning cool. The smell of salt, sunscreen, and anticipation hung in the cove.

I worked the reflector, the GoPro, and the SLR, making sure every take had backup. At one point, Lila slid up next to me so close I could smell coconut and sweat, handed me her board, and winked.

“You sure you don’t want something more… candid?” she said, voice low.

Aria cut in, eyes narrowed. “The brief is clear. Accessible, athletic, and not about West’s legendary affection for his own abs.”

I shrugged. “I’m just documenting the moment. If the sun happens to bounce off my abs, blame physics.”

Lila burst out laughing. “You’re not as chill as you pretend, West. Underneath you’re all strategy and hunger. I dig it.”

She turned, gave Aria a slow up-and-down, then sauntered off to set up by the tide pool.

Aria didn’t follow. She just smiled, real this time, not for the camera.

“Is it weird I kind of like her?” Aria asked, voice pitched so only I could hear.

I kept it simple: “She makes every shoot feel like it could go off the rails. Kinda fun.”

Aria’s hand found my arm, tracing the muscle. “Just remember who called this idea first.”

I caught her message loud and clear, I was hers first, not Lila.

I locked eyes with her. “Trust me, I won’t forget.”

Sun dipped lower, painting the rocks gold. The whole cove glowed. I lined up both girls, silhouettes against the shining water.

For a second, neither posed. They just…were. Two bodies, two boards, and the kind of viral energy you can’t buy.

I hit the shutter. The frame would wreck Victoria’s algorithms.

It was the kind of risk you wanted to take, if you were building your own legend.

The air thrummed with the start of something wild. And judging by the way Aria leaned in and the smile Lila wore as she paddled out, we were all ready to see just how hot it could get.

We had the perfect setup, two legends, and a sponsor shot that would make the internet lose its mind.

All that was left was to let the story play out.

And capture every second.

***

Sponsor shoots never started slow, but this one had a different voltage.

The second the girls stepped behind the driftwood screen to change, the world went silent except for the gulls and the distant pound of surf. I kept busy staging the towels and checking the gear, but there was no ignoring the anticipation building in my gut.

Aria reappeared first, and for a second, I lost every thought I’d had about brand or brief. Her bikini was metallic blue, cut high and low where it mattered, the color echoing the ocean but also making her skin pop like a billboard ad. Her hair was artfully tousled, not slicked back but not wild, a compromise between Sigma Epsilon polish and something more dangerous.

She walked toward me, hips moving in that subtle way that said “I know you’re watching.”

I didn’t disappoint.

Lila exploded out from behind the screen half a second later, tugging the elastic of her neon yellow bikini top so it popped against her tits with a sound like a starter pistol.

If Aria was the fantasy, Lila was the dare.

She tossed her shorts at my face, cackled, and braced her board across her hips, winking down the line.

“Ready for your close-up, sunshine?” Lila said, her voice pure tease.

Aria rolled her eyes, but the smile on her lips made it a compliment. She set her board upright beside her, planting a foot with calculated elegance before flashing the AquaVibe logo to the camera.

“Let’s make this quick, before the tide decides to eat my pedicure,” Aria said, sliding easily into her best influencer stance.

The way they postured around each other was next-level. Aria maneuvered for the “power” pose, torso angled, board tucked like a second skin, her gaze loaded with memories I knew too well. She’d flick her eyes to me between frames, silent nods to our shared nights and kitchen kisses barely off the record.

Lila just went for it. She used the board as a prop, bracing it behind her head, hoisting it over one shoulder, even grinding against it at one point in a way that would’ve gotten her banned from Sigma Epsilon by breakfast.

“Let’s start with the ‘next door’ vibe,” I said. “Show them you’re having fun, not auditioning for the Iron Throne.”

Lila laughed, grabbed her board, and popped it into the sand again. She leaned against it, arms crossed just under her chest, cleavage glimmering in the sunset. “Natural it is.”

Aria didn’t let the moment go. She sidled close, the length of her body sliding up against Lila’s until their hips brushed, bare, smooth skin on skin, instantly electric.

I shot rapid-fire, catching the way Lila’s mouth popped open in surprise, then curled into a challenge.

“You trying to play dirty, boss?” Lila teased, shifting her weight so her ass nudged Aria’s thigh.

Aria just smiled. “You said authentic.”

For a minute, the tension almost snapped. But then the girls lost it, collapsing into giggles, boards nearly forgotten, their laughter echoing off the cliffs.

If a brand manager had been there, it would’ve been an aneurysm waiting to happen.

I kept the lens trained on them, fingers moving as fast as the action. The photos were pure gold, moments of poise, then chaos, then back to ice-queen control in a heartbeat.

Lila finally broke formation, eyes locked on mine. “If we’re going for viral, we might as well go for broke. How about a little ‘on the wave’ action?”

I nodded. “Wet hair, genuine smiles, and boards in the water. Hit the shallows and let’s see what happens.”

They trotted toward the surf, Aria picking her way through the rocks with calculated care, Lila barreling ahead, tossing her board across the break like she was born for it.

The ocean was cold. You could see it in the way their skin prickled as the first wave hit thighs, then waists. But it didn’t slow them. Aria braced for the chill, biting her lip, holding her board like a lifeline. Lila just dove in, whooping as the whitewater crashed against her chest, salt spray splattering against her abs.

I sprinted after, camera zipped into the weather case. I waded knee-deep, feeling the pull of the current, and framed each shot: Aria paddling out, hair sleek and eyes focused, the pro-influencer catching every angle even as the waves tried to knock her off. Lila, meanwhile, played to the camera. She’d stick her tongue out, duck under the foam, then pop up and shake her hair wild, water droplets spinning like a strobe.

The sun was dropping, painting even the foam gold.

But what made the shots sing was the chemistry: the mid-wipeout faces, the shriek when Lila yanked Aria off balance, the genuine, bone-deep laughter when a wave rolled them both and left them tangled in a heap, squealing like kids.

I worked every angle, sometimes firing blind, sometimes shouting encouragement, never letting the momentum die.

Aria came up for air, water running down her torso, bikini nearly transparent in the sunlight. She glanced at me, half-smiling, half-exasperated.

“I hope you’re getting this,” she said, squeezing the saltwater from her ponytail.

“Every second,” I promised.

Behind her, Lila staged a photobomb, holding her board up and flexing like she was about to bench-press it.

I kept the camera rolling as the girls reset, mounting their boards for a shallow-set paddle. This wasn’t pro-level surf, but the point wasn’t to win contests; it was to show the sponsor something nobody else could stage.

At one point, Lila wiped out intentionally, tumbling into Aria and dragging them both under. They came up gasping, hair and skin tangled together, clutching the boards as the current tried to drag them sideways.

“Is this what you had in mind?” Aria called, laughing.

“Better!” I yelled back.

The shivering didn’t seem to slow them, but I clocked Aria brushing goosebumps off her arms, jaw set in that “game face” way I recognized from a dozen nights of editing her content.

Lila, always on the prowl, drifted a little closer, using her board for leverage.

She eyed me like she was sizing up a dessert menu.

“You know, you talk a big game, West. But I’ve never actually seen you out here. You’re clearly comfortable behind the camera, but can you actually surf? Or is directing others your only talent?”

Aria grinned, relishing the dare.

I shrugged, a little too pleased. “Someone’s gotta hold the camera, unless you want to go full GoPro and hope you don’t drown.”

Lila snorted. “That sounds like an excuse. Strip down and show us what you’ve got, legend.”

Aria cocked her head, lips parted. “I wouldn’t mind seeing you get a little wet.”

Even the tide seemed to pause, as if waiting for me to answer.

I glanced at my gear, then back at the two girls, and let the challenge settle.

The next move was mine.

And whatever came next? The shot was already building.

But the real legend, the one nobody had ever shown campus?

That frame was just about to be written.

***

Lila’s challenge burned brighter than the sunset behind her.

I didn’t even flinch. I handed my weatherproof SLR to Aria, wiped the salt from my eyes, and started peeling off my shirt right there in the break zone.

Cold air hit my skin, but that was nothing compared to the charge from two sets of eyes locked on me, not with rivalry, but with a new kind of hunger. Aria’s lips parted, her gaze running the length of my torso like she was cataloging every detail for later. Lila’s jaw dropped, then twisted into a grin that said, “Why did you ever pretend you weren’t a total savage?”

“Legend’s finally in the lineup,” Lila crowed, tucking her board under her arm. “Let’s see if you’re the real deal or just beach-candy for the groupies.”

I shrugged, feigning indifference, and grabbed the slicker of the two AquaVibe boards.

The wax felt fresh and tacky, the logo bright in the last rays of gold.

Aria hoisted the camera, shifting instantly into pro mode. Her stance was steady, but I could see her hands tremble just a touch, not nerves, just anticipation.

“You want action, West? Give me your best,” Aria called, lens aimed dead at me.

Just the way she said it made every muscle in my body want to show off.

I hit the water, the shock of cold up my calves, then thighs, then full chest. I ducked under the first set, board slicing clean, and god it felt familiar, like home, like summers on the old break with no pressure but the next wave.

There was a beauty to catching the set at golden hour. Every drop of water was backlit, every turn wrote a trail on the face of the ocean. I paddled out, waited for the roll, then caught it, up, up, and then carve, knees bent, shoulders loose, the whole world funneled through the edge of the board.

Aria’s camera clicked like applause.

I made the drop, spun into a hard turn, then kicked out, throwing spray high over my head. If Sigma Epsilon was watching, they’d have begged for footage. If the surf crew had seen, even they would’ve had to admit this was the stuff.

Lila tried to join, but the set was too steep and it sent her tumbling. She came up gasping and laughing, hair plastered to her face, but all the drama was in her eyes. Nobody was playing now. This was the real show.

I rolled through two more rides, pushing the speed, cutting lines so tight the board vibrated under my feet. The edge of the sun dipped below the bluff, turning every wave orange and red, and even the shadows felt electric.

On my last run, I rode all the way in, body flat to the water, and then beached right in front of the girls. The impact sent a wall of spray up, dousing Aria and Lila both.

Aria yelped, shielding the camera.

Lila just laughed, shaking the water from her skin. “Okay, okay, you win. No more legend jokes. You’re the literal king of this cove, for real.”

I let myself breathe, heart pounding, water streaming down my back. The chill was nothing now, adrenaline took care of that.

Aria knelt by the sand, scrolling the preview. Her fingers were quick, careful, and for a moment, she forgot to pose at all, just watched me with eyes that said she could taste every shot.

Lila eyed us both, then shot a glance up the bluff.

“Damn, I hate to bail, but Jade will murder me if I miss her pregame. Thetas take Roll Call seriously. Plus, if I stay, I might drown from all the sexual tension,” Lila teased, all sparkle.

She snagged the camera from Aria, thumbed through the last dozen shots, and whistled low.

“These will transform how people see AquaVibe and how they see us.” She snapped the camera shut, then side-eyed Aria with a knowing look.

“He sees things differently than most people. No wonder you’ve been keeping him all to yourself.”

Her wink to me was pure challenge. Then she pulled on her shorts, wrung her hair out, and bolted up the cove path, shouting that she’d DM the best outtakes.

Suddenly, it was just Aria and me, sun dropping, the sky bleeding pink and blue above the water.

No more crowd. No more hype.

Just two bodies, still humming with the rush.

Aria tucked the camera into the gear bag, glancing over with a smile that didn’t bother hiding anything.

“You know, I’ve shot with a lot of top-tier talent, but that was…next level.”

I shrugged, a little sheepish. “Guess I like to surprise people.”

She grinned, slower this time, and drifted closer, the glow on her skin making her look more real than any feed had ever managed.

“You should come up to the house,” I said, surprising myself with how easily the words came. “I could make us something to eat.”

Her eyes widened slightly, then softened. “I’d like that,” she answered, voice lower than before.

The sand clung to our ankles, the last light catching on the curves of her body. Up on the bluff, the house windows flickered with the promise of warmth, but all I could focus on was the way Aria’s fingers curled around my wrist, tugging me with her as we wound up the path.

Our legend wasn’t about reputation now.

It was about what happened next.

And I couldn’t wait to write it.

***

We climbed the switchback trail, sand clinging to our toes, the hush of dusk settling over everything. The ocean was a thick blue ribbon below, our footprints the only story left on the path.

Aria’s hand was locked in mine, grip strong enough to leave a mark. She walked barefoot, bikini straps still damp, hair wild from salt and wind. Up the last flight of stairs, with the sun melting into the water behind us, she pulled me to a stop.

For a second, we just watched the Pacific burn orange and pink. The world above the cove was silent, just the hiss of the tide and the thud of my own heart.

Inside, my house was all long shadows and worn wood. The air held a trace of coffee and citrus from breakfast, layered under the sharper brine drifting through the open windows.

Aria shivered, arms wrapping around herself. Her skin broke out in goosebumps, pale against the blue lines of her bikini.

“You’re freezing,” I said, reaching into my bag. “Here.” I pulled out my hoodie, an old, battered GCU staple, so worn it probably remembered better days than mine.

“Thanks,” she said, taking it with a grateful smile. She slipped it on, letting it drape to her knees, sleeves covering her hands. She pulled the collar to her nose, inhaling deeply, eyes closing for just a moment. “Mmm. It smells like you. I might have to steal this for myself.”

“I might let you,” I teased, setting my gear on the table. “It looks way better on you.”

Aria hopped onto the kitchen counter, legs dangling, the sweatshirt swallowing her but leaving her bare thighs exposed and golden in the last light.

She watched me prowl the fridge, eyes moving with every ingredient I grabbed.

“You cook, surf, and capture the world’s best content,” she said. “Victoria would lose her mind if she knew about this. Not just us, but you creating even more private content with someone from Sam’s house.”

I cracked eggs, chopped a bell pepper, and let myself laugh.

“Think she’d be more pissed about the content, or the company?”

Aria cocked her head. “With Victoria? Definitely the leak in loyalty. She wants to curate every possible outcome. But the idea of you and Lila together probably gives her ulcers.”

“Is that why you keep things between us so off-grid?” I asked. “You worried about whose story gets told?”

The words were blunt, but the mood was easy.

She didn’t dodge.

“I keep almost everything private,” Aria admitted, eyes softer now. “The social stuff, even if it feels real to followers, it’s curated, staged, always two steps away from the actual me. I built the platform because it let me choose what the world saw.”

She paused, fingers twisting the hoodie string.

“But with you, I don’t have to perform. When I’m with you, it’s different. Like I get to be the actual person, not the platform.”

Silence, then the smallest laugh.

“You probably think that’s weak.”

I dropped the knife, turned, and leaned against the counter opposite her.

“I think it’s honest. Kind of rare, actually.”

Aria looked up, surprised.

Her posture changed in the space of a heartbeat. Gone was the perfect influencer spine, replaced by a slump that looked almost…relieved.

She wrapped her arms around her own waist, as if anchoring herself.

“Sometimes I forget what it’s like to just…exist. Not hustle, not pose, not overthink every word. Here, with you, I don’t have to manage the optics.”

I went back to the stove, stirring vegetables, letting the talk simmer alongside the food.

Aria just watched me move, her attention unfiltered, more intense than anything at the cove.

The light shifted. She looked unreal perched there, bare knees poking from the hoodie, hair wild, no makeup to be seen. The ocean thundered outside, and inside, the only movement was her toes brushing the cabinets and her eyes following every step I took.

We didn’t speak for a minute.

The fridge hummed. The stove clattered. And something new blossomed in the air, a craving that wasn’t about content or status or the next viral shot.

It was, for once, just about us.

Aria slipped off the counter, the sweatshirt dropping even lower. She padded across the floor, silent and calculated, and stopped behind me.

Slowly, arms around my waist, body pressing to my back.

The change was instant.

The food could wait.

We couldn’t.

***

Her arms around my waist went from “warm” to “urgently hungry” in a blink.

The way Aria slipped her hands under my shirt, nails skimming the hard lines of my abs, it was like she wanted to memorize every point of contact. She pressed her face to my back, breath hot through the cotton, and her palms mapped my torso as if she didn’t trust the moment to last.

“God, you feel so good,” she murmured, lips brushing the top of my spine.

I turned, catching her by the hips and hauling her flush to my chest.

She let out a sharp little gasp, and her arms clamped tight around my neck.

Our first kiss was soft, almost hesitant. We’d spent the day acting like professionals, like old hands at controlling the story. But now, alone in the kitchen, all that performance peeled away.

Her mouth was warm and alive on mine, her body melting into every inch of contact. When I deepened the kiss, she arched into me, thighs bracing open around my hips.

The oversized hoodie slid higher, exposing the taut lines of her waist and stomach.

She hooked her bare legs around my back, wrapping me up, then yanked my mouth down to hers with both fists buried in my hair.

There was nothing tentative left.

She wanted me—right now.

I hoisted her onto the counter, the edge slick under my palms. Her knees closed in, locking me tight, and she pulled the hoodie off her shoulders, letting it pool behind her like a throne.

Aria’s lips never left mine, even as she panted between words.

“I’ve been thinking about this all day,” she confessed, the words raw with longing and need.

Her hands tore at my shirt, desperate for the skin beneath. She popped every button, breath ragged, and ran her fingers over my chest as if every touch was proof I was real.

“I love the way you taste,” she moaned, licking the seam of my lips, “and the way you always keeps your cool until you don’t like now.”

I grinned into the kiss, catching her waist and pulling her body to the edge of the counter. The cotton of the hoodie and her suit were damp against my hands, her thighs hot and quivering with every tug.

She ground into me, rolling her hips, not shy about the need between her legs.

A kitchen timer blared, sharp as a referee whistle.

For a second, neither of us moved.

Then I reached back, killed the heat, and returned to the only thing that mattered: Aria, perched and perfect, eyes wide and wild, wanting me so badly it vibrated in the air.

She barely held back.

Her hands were greedy, pulling at my waistband, tugging me closer. I caught her wrists, pinning them to the counter for just a heartbeat, letting the voltage build. Her eyes went even wider, breath catching in her chest.

She bit her lip, then whispered, “Take me to bed. I want you to make love to me.”

No hesitation. No smirk.

Just raw, honest need.

The way she said it made my pulse double-time.

I scooped her off the counter, her legs instantly locked around my waist. She clung to my neck, her mouth roaming my jaw, biting and kissing, the taste of my skin. The oversized hoodie slipped down her back, half-off, leaving her skin lit by the last wash of sunset through the windows.

I carried her, no, we crashed together, down the short hall to my room, every step a battle between holding her up and not tearing her bikini off right there on the landing.

She didn’t make it easy. Her fingers wove into my hair, tugging at the roots, like she wanted to claim every inch.

“God, I love how you carry me,” she said, voice barely a whisper. “Makes me feel like I belong here.”

“That’s because you do,” I said as she nipped at my lower lip.

She kissed my cheek, then the corner of my mouth, then below my ear.

Every touch, every word, stripped us down.

When we hit the bed, I went down with her, Aria sprawled on my chest, her thighs gripping me tight enough to bruise.

The sweatshirt was gone, tossed aside with a flick. She straddled my waist, the blue bikini top still in place but barely containing her. Her chest heaved, breathless from the carry and from the need smoldering between us.

I braced a hand at the small of her back, the other tracing the damp lines of her thigh.

She pressed her pelvis hard to mine, her heat obvious through both our suits.

“Don’t hold back,” she murmured, her hands everywhere now, my chest, my stomach, my shoulders. “I want to feel you, all of you.”

I let my hands roam, tracing the sweet curve of her waist and up to the tie behind her neck. With a twist, I pulled the knot loose.

The bikini top slid open, exposing her breasts, the tan lines crisp, the nipples instantly hard in the cool air.

She arched, offering them, and I took what I needed, mouth to her nipple, tongue flicking the tip, then biting down just enough to make her shiver.

She let out a noise that was half-keening, half-prayer.

Her hips ground harder, desperate against my cock, which was now fully hard and straining in my shorts.

She reached down, tugging at the band, and then yanked my trunks over my hips, letting my cock spring free between us.

“You’re perfect,” she whispered, eyes locked on my body.

I didn’t leave her wanting. My fingers slid under her bikini bottoms, skimming over the warm, damp skin of her ass, then exploring down and between.

She was soaked. Not even a question.

Aria shuddered as I stroked her, two fingers working her open, thumb circling her clit.

She bit her wrist, trying not to shout.

“You always do this,” she whispered, voice trembling. “You see me. You make me crazy.”

I flipped her easily onto her back, legs draping over my waist. I held her steady and kissed down her body, tasting skin, salt, the ocean still clinging to her even now.

Her hands gripped the sheets, pulling tight every time my tongue found a new spot.

I reached her bikini, and with one snap, pulled it off, tossing it to join the pile on the floor.

She was open now, tan lines, glistening pussy, thighs trembling.

I licked her, slow at first, tasting every detail. She moaned, arching, then grabbed my head and forced me deeper.

The taste of her was unreal, fresh, tangy, unfiltered.

I flicked her clit with my tongue, then sucked it, fingers inside her, letting her ride my hand and mouth until she was shuddering, breathless.

She came with a wild, desperate cry, louder than anything I’d heard here before.

But she wasn’t done.

She pulled me up, kissing me with the taste of her still fresh. Her hands were on my cock, guiding it to her entrance, her legs wrapping high up my back.

She looked up at me, eyes blazing. “Now. I want you inside me.”

I didn’t waste time.

I lined up, then sank into her in a single, smooth stroke.

It was like coming home and breaking apart, all at once.

She was tight, velvet heat, body arched to meet every thrust.

We moved together, rhythm building fast. She clung to me, nails digging into my back, gasping out encouragement.

“Fuck, you’re big,” she moaned, voice gone gravelly with want. “Don’t stop—don’t ever stop—“

I buried myself in her, pulse roaring, mind blown out to sea by the force of her need. Every time I pushed deeper, Aria’s body grabbed at me, pulling me closer like she’d never get enough. Our bodies slammed together in a rhythm that had nothing to do with grace and everything to do with urgent, helpless hunger. The bedframe juddered, squeaking in protest. The tide pulsed below my windows, as relentless as the pressure building between us.

She wrapped her arms around my shoulders, drawing me in with her legs clamped high and tight at my sides. Sweat slicked her skin, bronzed and beautiful, every inch of her alive with motion. My hands moved instinctively, one tangled in her hair, the other anchored on the sweet, round curve of her ass. Her mouth tore at mine, teeth scraping, tongue greedy, like she was still starved even as we devoured each other.

“Harder,” she panted, voice ragged, eyes wild with want.

I gave her everything. I hammered her to the mattress, the slap of skin on skin echoing louder than the surf outside. She arched into each thrust, head thrown back, lips parted on a moan so low it made my cock throb even deeper. I watched her face as she rode the edge, saw the moment her pleasure broke open, a gasp tearing from her throat, her pussy clenching so tight around me I almost lost it then and there.

But I held back, wanting to burn her into memory.

She shivered, legs quaking, a flush blooming high on her cheeks and over her chest. Her fingers dug into my back, sharp and insistent, as she whispered, “Don’t stop, don’t you fucking dare—”

So I didn’t.

I flipped her, suddenly and fiercely, rolling her onto her stomach and pulling her hips high. She laughed, breathless, and kicked her legs up, ass in the air, gorgeous and shameless for me. I lined up and slid back in, slow and savage, groaning at the way she opened for me. She pressed her face to the sheets, muffling the sound she made, but I wasn’t having that.

“Let me hear you,” I said, voice more animal than human.

She glanced back, hair wild, eyes glazed and shining. “Oh god, West, fuck—“

I pumped into her, relentless, loving the way she writhed, the shape of her body lit by the moon and the city lights. My hands spanned her waist, fingers digging into her skin, etching the moment into both of us. Each time I bottomed out, she shuddered, the aftershocks of her last orgasm feeding straight into the next.

She was greedy, so was I.

I reached around, found her clit, and teased, then pressed, stroking circles as I slammed into her from behind. She went rigid, a long, keening wail pouring out of her. I felt her spasm, felt the hot, wet clench of her body milking my cock, and I didn’t care who heard.

This time, when she came, it was with a sob, hips bucking so hard she almost escaped my grip. I didn’t let her. I pulled her in, held her locked to my body, and relished every tremor, every desperate shudder, every broken sound that spilled out of her.

She collapsed, boneless, but I wasn’t done. I wanted her everywhere.

I rolled her onto her back, kissed her hard, then pushed her knees up, folding her in half. Her eyes widened as I slammed into her, deeper than before, and the look on her face, surprise, surrender, pure fucking joy, nearly finished me on the spot.

I slowed, just enough for her to catch up.

She hooked her ankles behind my back, pulling me in, keeping me trapped where she wanted me. “I love how you fuck me,” she whispered, voice wrecked and raw. “I love that you don’t pretend. You’re not afraid to want me.”

I grinned, feeling the insane, reckless affection in her words. “I want all of you,” I breathed, nuzzling her neck, tasting the salt of her sweat, the faint tang of chlorine, the last traces of sunscreen from the shoot.

She clung to me, arms tight around my shoulders, her lips at my ear. “Then take it,” she said, and bit down, hard.

I lost it.

I drove in, hips grinding, our bodies fused together as I finally let go. Orgasm rushed up, impossibly huge, ripping a groan from my chest as I spilled inside her. She came again, just from the feel of me, her nails leaving sharp crescents down my back and her breath catching in a sob.

We stayed locked, shaking, sweat and cum and salt and desire.

But even in the aftermath, she wouldn’t let go.

She curled against my chest, her palms flat to my heart, and kissed my jaw, tasting the sweat and whatever was left of our old masks.

For a while, nothing mattered, the campus, the noise, even the deals we’d made.

Just the way we fit together.

I slid a hand up her spine, trailing lazy, looping patterns down to the top of her ass and back again. Aria made a happy noise, a low, content hum that barely made it past her lips.

Moonlight spilled over us, painting the sweat on our skin silver-blue. The whole bedroom was lit up like a dream sequence, shadows stretching across the rumpled mess of sheets, the glass windows glowing with the last light from the world outside.

We just…breathed.

For once, the silence didn’t feel like a battle. It was easy, comfortable, the kind of hush I’d never found at the noise of a party or even a post-game beach hang.

When Aria finally spoke, her voice was raw and small, like she was scared to even say it.

“This isn’t just physical for me anymore,” she whispered, words muffled against my skin. “I don’t know what it means, with the rest of your world, with Victoria, and Summer, and Bella, and Sam, but I needed you to know it’s more. For me.”

She held so still after that, like she expected me to tell her she’d misread the moment, that everything between us was just another night, another notch, another game.

But that wasn’t fair. And it wasn’t even close to true.

I let the words settle, swirling around in the space between my ribs and heart.

I kept my hand on her back, not letting go.

“It’s not just physical for me either,” I said, letting every syllable ride the truth. “I don’t have the map yet. All the drama, the legends, the campus politics…half the time I’m just improvising. But this? What I feel with you? It’s real.”

She exhaled, the tension flooding out of her like a wave pulling back at low tide.

Aria scooted closer, pressing her head right over my heart.

For a long time, we just lay there, moonlight and ocean and the gentle hush of two people finally letting their guard down.

She traced her fingers over my chest, doodling patterns she’d probably deny if I ever brought it up.

“You’re going to have a target on your back when this gets out,” she teased, voice softer now, more playful. “Sigma Epsilon might send a hit squad.”

I laughed, honest. “Worth it.”

She smiled against my skin, and for a minute, all the campus rivalry and status games seemed a million miles away.

What started as a job, shooting content, building brands, playing the angles, had become something unedited, raw, and completely unexpected.

I wasn’t sure where it would lead. Maybe it would complicate everything. But for now, with her body tangled in mine and the world outside reduced to moonlight and surf, all I knew was she was here, with me, and neither of us wanted to hit pause on whatever this was.

We didn’t say anything more.

We didn’t need to.

Her breathing slowed to match mine, and I drifted in the afterglow, letting the moment take over.

No filters, no scripts, just the truth. Just Aria, and tonight, that was all I needed.


Beachfront Sanctuary


Nobody gave medals for escaping a harem war, but I felt like I deserved Olympic gold just for making it down the cliff without a single text from Victoria or Sam.

I left the camera on my desk, set the ringer to silent, and traded the legend costume for a ratty hoodie, board shorts, and zero agenda. My only goal was to let the Pacific air boil last night’s drama out of my bloodstream.

The GCU Athletic Complex was dead quiet at this hour, the kind of hush that only happens before sunrise, when the world forgets its own hype. The sand was still damp from the tide, that soft, cold lick underfoot that made you want to dig your toes in and never leave. The only footprints were my own.

Sunrise wasn’t posing for anyone. It just happened, gold bleeding into the water, the whole horizon catching fire one slow inch at a time. I padded past the volleyball courts, letting the ocean noise scrub my head clean.

I didn’t expect company. Especially not a pair of hardbodies already running suicide drills on the back side of the net.

Skylar was easy to spot, tall, tan, all legs and attitude, even half-bent in a runner’s stretch. Her hair was a wild knot, already coming loose from its tie. Next to her, Reese was a powerlifter’s dream: lean, coiled, and so focused she didn’t even blink when I cut across their line of sight.

Skylar caught me first. Her voice was a slap awake, no caffeine required.

“Well, well. Look what the tide dragged in. Didn’t think legends did sunrise unless there was a camera crew involved.”

I grinned, shaking sand from my cuffs. “Only here for the salt. Not the slideshow.”

Reese snorted, not breaking her stretch. “Bullshit. Guys like you don’t show up at dawn unless they want to work off a hangover or get scouted for the next pub crawl.”

Skylar straightened, bracing her hands on her hips. She wore a sports bra and tight trunks, blue and gold, her abs flexed with every breath.

“Or,” she added, eyeing me up and down, “maybe he heard we’ve got Surf King coming up and wanted to scope out the real competition.”

Instant voltage. Even the way she said Surf King sounded like a dare.

I shrugged, letting the statement hang. “You two plotting to steal the trophy from the surf team?”

“Damn straight. Winner gets a campus-wide party and a fat check from the sponsor,” Skylar said. “You seriously not entering?”

Reese finally turned to face me. Her hair was slicked back, eyes laser sharp. “Don’t let her sandbag you. Sky’s been prepping for this since last semester.”

Skylar shot her partner a glare. “And you haven’t?”

Reese grinned, showing teeth. “I know where my strengths lie. I’m here to make you look better in the photos, and maybe hustle some first-years into thinking we’re all chill, no kill.”

Skylar shrugged and turned back to me, all challenge. “So, West. You in or not?”

I didn’t flinch, but I let the honesty out, raw and clean as the morning air. “Haven’t decided yet. Too much drama in the water lately.”

Skylar’s eyebrows shot up, then she let out a quick, low laugh, the real kind, not for content.

“Didn’t think anything could shake the legend’s confidence,” she said. “Gotta admit, that’s kind of hot.”

I rolled my eyes. “You like guys who can’t make up their mind?”

She smirked, a little wicked. “I like a guy who owns his indecision. Most people fake certainty because they’re scared shitless somebody’ll call them on it.”

Reese snorted, one leg kicked high behind her. “All I’m hearing is Skylar wants to watch you squirm.”

“Maybe I do,” Skylar fired back. “But you should save the sweating for the Lighthouse tomorrow. We play the sunset slot, and drinks after are mandatory.”

No games. No backing down. Just a straight shot from her world into mine, as if saying yes was the only possible outcome.

I let the offer settle before answering, mostly because I wanted to see if she’d flinch.

She didn’t.

“Lighthouse at four?” I said, tossing the line back.

Skylar’s grin was sunny and sharp at the edges. “Couldn’t stay away if you tried. And don’t bother bringing a camera, nobody photographs better than we do after we’ve won.”

Reese tipped her head, amused. “Legend’s got game. Just remember, he’s ours for the afterparty, not Victoria’s or Sam’s.”

The mention of their names was a cold splash of reality. The last thing I wanted was another queen dragging me by the leash.

I looked Skylar dead on. “I’m there for you, not for the drama.”

She held my gaze, pulse pounding in the air between us.

“I’ll hold you to that, Donovan,” she said. “Now go wash off whatever mess you woke up with. You smell like secrets and regret.”

I almost laughed, but the honesty of it just felt good.

The girls shifted back to their warmup, the flex and stretch of bodies built for war, or fun, depending on how you read it. They ribbed each other with inside jokes, Reese mocking Skylar’s “perpetual beach hair” and Skylar threatening to spike sunrise mimosas at the bar tomorrow.

I drifted a few steps away, each breath easier than the last. Whatever lingered from last night was already peeling off, replaced by the kind of energy that made you want to rewrite your story from scratch.

On the way to the surf zone, I glanced back.

Skylar caught my eye. No smile, just a dare: show up, step up, and don’t make it about anybody but us.

This was what freedom looked like.

And for the first time in days, I wanted it more than anything.

I hit the edge of the surf with a grin, ready for whatever came next.

***

The transition from volleyball to surf was less a change of sport, more like jumping from one flavor of drama to the next.

GCU’s surf practice area was at the south end of the private beach, a stretch of sand baked hard under the morning sun, scattered with boards, towels, and the faint trace of coconut sunscreen. From a distance, it looked like any other training zone. Get closer and you could taste the tension before you even got wet.

Bella was first in my sights. She wore a wetsuit cut high on the thigh, her hair pulled back in a slick ponytail, the French in her posture clear even when she just stretched her arms overhead. She caught me at the edge of the pit, arching an eyebrow.

“You’re late,” Bella teased, prosecco smooth. “Is the legend losing his edge, or just hungover from too many campus parties?”

I shrugged, letting her hand linger on my arm when she moved in for a “good morning.” She didn’t let go right away either. Her touch was soft, a secret handshake for insiders.

Keilani was a few paces behind, already waxed up and ready. Her dark hair was braided, her eyes ocean-bright and focused.

She watched me, face unreadable, but there was a heat to her stare that made the Pacific seem tame.

“If he’s late, it’s probably because he was chasing something softer than a six-foot set,” Keilani said, voice low and measured.

Bella grinned, unbothered. “Better soft than forgettable.”

Kai piped up from the wax table, snapping the tension with his own brand of chaos.

“Sorry, but have you seen the roster for this year’s Surf King bracket? If you’re not running at least top three, you might as well retire.”

Kai’s wetsuit was rolled to his waist, abs on full display, tribal ink standing out against his tan. He tossed me a board leash and nodded for me to join the pow-wow.

“What’s the deal with the new system, anyway?” I asked, digging for real info.

Kai leaned in, eyes wild. “They split the comp into two brackets: pros and rec. Top eight seeds hit the pro bracket. That’s where the cash and the sponsor deals are. Last year the purse was five grand. This year, rumor is it’s double. If you bomb round one, you wash down to rec but get zero shot at the money.”

He paused, nerves leaking through the showmanship. “I want to qualify, but the field’s insane. Some transfer from Hawaii, bunch of former GCU All-Americans, and at least two guys with pro cards.”

Bella snorted. “And then there’s West, just playing it cool, letting all the girls fight over him so nobody notices he trains harder than the rest of you combined.”

Keilani didn’t back down. “Or maybe he likes seeing who chases him. Some guys prefer to watch.”

She let her gaze skate over me, then to Bella, before settling on the waves like none of this actually mattered.

Kai laid his board flat, prepping fins. “If Donovan actually enters, he’ll seed top four. If he doesn’t, that’s a gift to the rest of us.”

I waited for the chorus of follow-ups, but that’s when Coach Mick rolled in, barefoot, battered board under his arm, and the kind of stubble that said he’d never recovered from the nineties.

“Less gossip, more paddling,” Mick barked, voice all gravel. “You want a shot at Surf King? Start earning it now.”

The girls dropped their banter like hot wax.

We jogged to the water’s edge, the sand burning at first, then going frigid as the surf numbed us down to bone.

Kai paddled out fast, trying to set the pace.

Bella and Keilani held back, just enough to crowd me in the lineup.

Bella drifted close, lips near my ear, even though the only other sound was ocean. “You going to take it easy on us, or are you planning to show off?”

From the other side, Keilani cut in, voice a cool shadow. “If he shows off, he’ll just telegraph his weaknesses. Smart surfers hold back in practice and save the legend for finals.”

The way they bracketed me, it felt less like warmup, more like a territory play. Even their boards cut the water with a challenge.

First set rolled in, and Bella was all over it. She stroked hard, catching the sweet spot, hair streaming behind like a flag.

Keilani found the next line, but instead of dropping in clean, Bella looped around and shadowed her rail, barely two yards off her hip.

“Hey! Lane splitting, much?” Keilani called, bracing hard against the bump.

Bella just laughed, spun her board, and flared up the face, spraying Keilani with a sheet of brine.

Mick watched, not bothering to correct. He loved a little blood in the water.

We reset. The next wave, Keilani made her play: She paddled early, then doglegged wide, putting her board nearly on top of Bella’s leash. Subtle, but pure war.

“Careful, Bells. Don’t catch my fin, or I’ll have to rescue you again,” Keilani taunted.

Bella’s lips curled. “Try me, Wave Whisperer. I promise you’ll eat your own foam before I’m done.”

I let it play out, riding my own wave but clocking every glance, every micro-shove.

If this was what Victoria and Sam looked like off campus, I finally understood how deep the programming ran. The rivalry was less about the actual surf and way more about owning the story, who got the best lines, who rode closest to the center, who looked best when the spray caught the light.

Halfway through the set, Kai finally caught up. He was oblivious to the chess match; he was just circling, hunting the cleanest break.

Mick called us to reset for the last challenge run. “Three in the water, staggered drop, show me something other than kindergarten squabbling.”

All three of us, me, Bella, Keilani, lined up so tight our boards nosed like hungry seals.

I shot a look at Keilani. Her face was set, pure focus.

I had a feeling I knew exactly what was coming.

The wave built, steep and perfect, sucking a trough right in front of us.

Bella and Keilani both went for it, popping up in the same instant.

Keilani had the line, but Bella dropped in high, angled across, and cut her off with a textbook shoulder carve that lifted her almost over Keilani’s board.

It was dangerous and totally deliberate.

Keilani barely bailed in time to avoid a wipeout.

In the aftermath, Bella circled back, grinning devil-bright. “Classic Parisian. Always claim the best seat, then act surprised when the competition gets salty.”

Keilani spat a mouthful of water, not buying it.

“Next time, I take you down with me, Bells,” she said, voice more promise than threat.

Bella just batted her lashes. “You can try, love.”

The waves pulsed, but the air between them was straight flint and gasoline.

I drifted outside the contest zone, letting the salt sting my eyes so I didn’t have to pick sides. But even a blind bat could tell: the war was on.

Practice ended with Mick’s bark. “Good enough. If you want a slot in the pro bracket, find three extra sessions this week. Otherwise, the ocean’ll eat you alive.”

We trudged up the sand, boards under arm, breathing like we’d just won something.

Bella’s hip brushed mine, her smile smug as sunrise.

Keilani didn’t say a word, but her body language was its own headline: not defeated, just waiting for the next round.

Kai shuffled up behind, dripping, still in the buzz of competition.

“Damn. If you three bring that to the main event, nobody else stands a chance,” he said.

I wrung the last of the water from my hair, feeling every nerve alive.

If I thought I’d get a break from power games here, I was wrong. The only thing that changed was the uniform.

Legend wasn’t just a title.

It was territory.

And in this lineup, the sharks wore whatever face the moment demanded.

I headed up the beach with the feeling that the real challenge had only just started.

***

Surf built legends, but it didn’t teach you how to weather the aftermath.

We crawled onto dry sand, bodies aching, skin buzzing with a cocktail of victory and fatigue. Every nerve ending was on fire, the kind of burn that settled somewhere deep in the bones and made you crave more.

Bella set her board down, droplets sliding off the nose, and flopped next to me, arms grazing my shoulder.

“That was savage,” she said, voice purring. “If you surf like that at Surf King, you’ll make the highlight reel.”

She twisted her torso, arching her back to stretch, and I couldn’t help but let my eyes drag down the curve of her body. Her wetsuit hugged her chest, beads of sweat peppering her collarbones where the sun caught the damp.

She noticed, and grinned, wicked. “Like what you see, baby?”

Before I could answer, she dug her knuckle into my side, finding her mark. “Don’t worry, I’ll always leave some for you to chase.”

Keilani hovered a couple feet off, perched on her board like it was a throne. Her gaze flicked to Bella, then to me, then away, pretending to focus on the horizon.

She didn’t say a word, but the way she sat, all precision, posture, and poise, made it clear who really wanted to own the next play.

Kai dumped his gear and crashed onto the sand, arms behind his head.

“If you three want to demo for the freshman photo ops, go for it,” he joked. “Personally, I’m starving. Bet a week’s comped drinks that West makes a mean post-surf breakfast.”

Bella snorted. “You don’t even know what a real breakfast is, Tsunami. In Paris, we’d start with espresso and croissants, not some sad protein shake.”

Kai rolled his eyes. “We’re in California now, Bells. Over here, we do breakfast burritos and acai bowls. Right, West?”

I shrugged. “I serve whatever the crowd can handle. If you want European fancy, or Hawaiian comfort, I’m your guy.”

Keilani cracked a smile, rare and genuine. “I’ll eat anything that lets me out-paddle Bella next set.”

Bella gave her a sideways glance, not quite a challenge, but close. “Keep dreaming, island girl. Even you can’t beat Donovan at his own table.”

The air sizzled, a cocktail of exhaustion and anticipation.

Keilani’s eyes narrowed. Her wetsuit, slick and black, clung to every muscle and curve, and with the sun at her back she looked like she could break me in half just by staring.

But she didn’t say anything overt, she just slid in closer, settling on my other side. If Bella was claiming my flank with inside jokes and casual touches, Keilani played the long game, letting her presence bait me.

Even Kai noticed. “If this is what the GCU surf team looks like after a morning session, I get why the sponsor dudes line up to party with us.”

“Pretty faces and attitude,” Bella fired back, letting her hand drift to my thigh, not stealth, just bold. “That’s what they want for the promo shots.”

Keilani brushed a strand of hair from her face, intent.

“They’ll want results more,” she said. “If we win Surf King, we run the content. If we don’t…”

She trailed off, letting the unspoken hang.

Kai cut in, restless. “Let’s keep the momentum up. You guys up for a hang at West’s place? He’s got that insane view, killer sound system, and a private stretch nobody else can touch.”

I hesitated, weighing the options.

It would’ve been so easy to bail, just grab my board and jog up the stairs, leave the politics behind for a day.

But the tension, the competition, the way both girls orbited just for me… It was electric.

I threw my hat in the ring.

“My place, then. I’ll cook if you can keep up.”

Bella’s grin went nuclear. She fist-bumped Kai, already mapping out her next angle.

Keilani let her eyes linger on me for half a beat longer, then smiled, low and subtle.

“Deal,” she said, soft enough just for me.

We gathered boards and started the hike up the bluff, bodies pressed close, laughter rolling ahead of us. Kai launched into a story about his near-wipeout at last year’s Surf King, embellishing every detail for Bella and Keilani’s benefit.

Bella hammed it up, mocking his heroics, then found a way to loop her arm through mine as we trudged the steps. Keilani didn’t touch, but her presence hovered, always one pace behind, always within reach.

By the time the house came into view, sweat gleamed on every inch of tanned skin, and the air was thick with what-ifs.

This wasn’t downtime.

It was a new game, different field, same rules.

As we hit the patio, Bella was first inside. She peeled her wetsuit down to her waist, breasts nearly spilling from her sports bra, then made a beeline for the kitchen.

“Don’t bother with shirts, boys,” she called over her shoulder. “It’s too hot for that.”

Kai shot me a look, wild with anticipation. “This is gonna be legendary.”

Keilani paused at the entry, watching me watch Bella.

She smiled, all secrets and no hurry.

“Your house, your rules, West,” she said.

I didn’t answer, not right away.

I let the sense of possibility crash over me, wild and perfect, like the first wave after a storm.

Legend was never about keeping the peace.

It was about who could make you want the next moment more than the last.

With this crew, I didn’t have to pretend to play it safe.

I just had to want it enough to see what came next.

So I opened the door and let the future write itself.


Beach Day


Breakfast at the cliff house ended in a blur of espresso, laughter, and heated side-eye. Bella had commandeered my kitchen, flattening omelet rivals with a flick of her wrist. Even Kai, who grew up on sushi and spam musubi, admitted she cooked like she was born in a five-star hotel. Keilani didn’t say much, but the way she cleaned her plate told a whole story by itself.

Now, the world was wide open and screaming blue. We took the cliff stairs two at a time, me in the lead, three sets of footsteps pounding after. At the bottom, my private cove looked like something out of a daydream, golden sand, wild surf, and a slant of sun painting everything with the kind of light you wanted to bottle and save for later.

Bella didn’t hesitate. Blanket in one hand, gourmet tote in the other, she staked her claim in the dead center of the cove. She wore a black bikini, cut wickedly minimalist, every curve on sharp display. French girls, man, they’re not shy, and she wore the look like she owned the patent.

Keilani followed, less flash, more thunder. Her turquoise bikini popped against her skin, the color so bold it made the ocean jealous. The top barely contained the power of her shoulders, every move stretching the fabric. Her legs looked carved for war. She gave me a look, half dare, half something softer, and let her hair fall loose as she dropped her board and helped me spread the blankets.

Kai, always the utility guy, lugged his cooler and a bag of chips. His board shorts were splashed with some surf brand logo I didn’t care enough to check. What caught my eye was the way his gaze stuck to Keilani, even when he pretended it was the view or the beer or literally anything else.

We hit the sand, and Bella instantly went to work unpacking her feast.

“Voilà,” she said, spreading out cheese, grapes, chocolate croissants, even a jar of imported jam. “I know Americans prefer… how do you say… ‘salads in jars?’ But here, I insist on proper food.”

She shot me a playful look and let her knee drift against my thigh.

Keilani cocked a brow, unimpressed by the carbs but clearly enjoying the display. “You planning to carb-load us into a food coma before volleyball, Bells?”

Bella smirked. “Isn’t that what coaches recommend?”

Kai grinned and popped a craft beer, the hiss and fizz filling the air. “Carbs first, bragging rights later.”

We dug in, hands meeting over a mutual kill zone of cheese and fruit. Bella, ever the connoisseur, narrated every flavor. Keilani matched her bite for bite, though she cut her bread with the edge of a surfboard wax comb, which was so her it hurt. The way Bella licked croissant flakes from her lower lip made my cock twitch under the table, and she definitely clocked the effect.

Kai tried to tell a story about nearly getting arrested in Newport Beach, but nobody was really listening except me.

I watched the girls trade casual banter that was anything but casual.

Bella slipped in French phrases, low and teasing. Keilani fired back with Hawaiian proverbs, all ocean metaphors and inside jokes. The volley went back and forth, each testing, poking, but never actually breaking the truce.

When the food was done and the sun hit a little hotter, the real contest started.

We set up the line with driftwood, no net required. Teams were random, Kai called dibs on Keilani, which left Bella paired with me. She seemed pleased.

“Hope you can keep up, mon chéri,” Bella whispered as we squared off.

Keilani’s eyes narrowed, but her grin was loaded. “Don’t let the Parisian princess fool you, West. She spikes dirty.”

Bella just shrugged, ponytail flicking. “Better than playing like a robot.”

The trash talk ramped up instantly. Kai, never one to miss an opening, started the first serve with a cannon. I dove for it, barely saving the point, sand burning my palms. Bella laughed and helped me up, her hand lingering on my wrist.

“Nice save, captain,” she murmured, eyes twinkling. “You get a reward later.”

Keilani was all business. She moved like a jungle cat, every muscle prepped for the next attack. Her eyes darted from the ball to me, then to Bella, reading the angles. When she scored? Her celebration was a hard clap to Kai’s back, the kind that left a mark.

But every time I landed a point, Bella let her body brush against mine, hips flush, or her arm sliding around my waist for “balance.” It was territorial, not subtle, and the way she glanced at Keilani during each touch made the message very clear: he’s with me.

Keilani didn’t argue. She just upped the tempo, slamming a serve so hard it nearly took off Bella’s head.

The pace got wild, dives, rolls, a lot of accidental “collisions” with way more contact than strictly necessary. The heat building wasn’t just from the sun.

At one point, I caught Keilani’s gaze as we squared off at the line. Her stare lingered a beat too long. “You love the game, or just the attention?” she said, voice smoky.

Bella cut in. “Some of us know how to enjoy both. No need to choose.”

The ball flew between us, but the real game was in the glances, the flex and counterflex of who owned the next move.

After half an hour, we called it for hydration. Sweat rolled down my back, even before Bella toweled me off.

She pressed her body against me, towel “accidentally” snared between our chests. “You look too good like this,” she whispered in French, the words hot against my ear.

Just feet away, Keilani watched, lips pursed but eyes alight. She cracked a beer, popped the cap with her teeth, and drank half in one go.

Kai leaned in, voice low. “You see that?” He jerked his chin at the girls. “It’s like they’re both hunting you, but nobody wants to be the first to flinch.”

I let the observation roll. “That’s their whole thing. Push, pull, never say what you really want. Campus is full of it.”

Kai stared at me, searching. “So how do you do it, man? Every beautiful woman on campus gravitates to you. You just exist, and suddenly you’re in the middle. I can’t even get Keilani to see me as anything but a surfing buddy.”

I glanced up, catching the subtle way Keilani risked a look at us from behind her shades.

“Simple,” I said, keeping it real. “I meet them where they are. I don’t try to change anyone. No expectations. No ulterior motives. Just a genuine desire to get to a know a women for who she is. It’s the same way I treat you, Kai.”

Kai mulled that, working the edge of his can with restless fingers. “That’s it? You just…listen?”

A grin crept in. “Most guys chase the girl they want, not the one in front of them. People love being seen. Be present. If you get that right, the rest sorts itself out.”

He shook his head, half laughing and half wishing he’d thought of it first. “If you ever write a manual, I’ll buy it.”

The girls swapped looks again, and this time, Keilani was the one who held the silence when Bella reached for my hand. Her gaze flicked to our joined fingers, a question in it, but not a retreat.

“It’s not a scam,” I told Kai. “It’s just, don’t fake it. They can smell bullshit a mile away.”

He let that settle. “Damn. No wonder you’re the legend.”

I shrugged. “I just document the moment, man.”

“It doesn’t hurt that you look like that,” Kai said, his hand cutting the air, framing me in my own skin. “And you’re a surfer. Oh, and a fucking photographer.”

I flashed him a grin, soaking in his bone-dry sarcasm. “That too.”

We watched the girls for a beat, the ocean roaring as the backdrop. Bella was glistening with sweat, hair wild, the triangle top of her bikini barely keeping up. Keilani looked like she’d been carved from the sea, muscles flexed, curves bold, the turquoise suit hugging every line.

If campus could see this, they’d riot.

Kai nudged me again. “What do you think they’re talking about?”

I cocked my head. “Probably us.”

He laughed, then let out a sigh. “You think Keilani could ever…?”

I cut him off, nice but final. “She’s in her own orbit. If you want a shot, be her equal. Not her fan club.”

Kai absorbed that. “Makes sense. She’s always two moves ahead.”

“Exactly,” I said. “But don’t chase. Just be there.”

We let the surf do the talking for a while, watching the spray pound the rocks and the salt haze drift through the cove.

By the time we walked back, beers in hand, the air was a different thing entirely.

Bella and Keilani sat side by side on the edge of the towel, knees pulled up, the remains of the picnic scattered around them. Their heads were close, conversation intense, hands moving, voices low, eyes locked.

It was the kind of talk that didn’t even need words.

But the second we got close, it broke like a snapped leash.

They both turned, smiles up and ready.

“Welcome back, gentlemen,” Bella said, her tone all honey. “We were debating who actually won the last set.”

Keilani tossed a crumb of cheese at Bella, who caught it and popped it in her mouth, grinning like a predator.

“Think you can settle it?” Keilani challenged.

I held up my hands, laughing. “Only if the losers agree to a forfeit.”

Kai barked a laugh, “You’re on.”

Bella leaned back, arching her chest, the bikini barely holding its ground. “What’s the forfeit, then?”

I threw it to the court. “Winner picks. Loser buys drinks at the Lighthouse.”

That got them both. They locked in, ready to throw down.

Kai grinned, already prepping his acceptance speech.

But the real show wasn’t in the scores.

It was in the way Bella tucked herself against my side, her hand resting low on my back, fingers grazing the line of my swim trunks. The way Keilani, never one to back down, stretched until her side brushed my bare thigh, her gaze daring me to move.

Kai might have been content to play at the edge, but for the three of us in the middle, the boundaries had shifted.

We played two more sets, every point hotter than the last. Sometimes the ball got “lost,” and we’d collapse together in a tangle, hands slipping, bodies pressed. Sometimes Bella and Keilani would go for the same volley and end up chest to chest, laughing but with something a lot hungrier in their eyes.

When the last point dropped, we all flopped on the towels, breathing hard.

Kai, ever the sportsman, grinned. “Guess we call it a draw?”

Bella panted, hair stuck to her cheeks. “Fine, but I still expect you to buy the first round.”

Keilani let out a slow breath, eyes softening as she looked at me. “Not bad, Donovan. You might have a future in team sports.”

I smiled, wiping sweat from her brow with the edge of my towel.

For a few minutes, we just let the sun bake the day into our skin. Bella lay on her stomach on the blanket, feet in the air, and watched the ocean. Keilani stretched out beside her, propping her head on her arm, body relaxed but eyes never losing their laser focus.

Kai cracked another beer, his eyes tracking Keilani’s every move from across the sand. The silence between us stretched until he finally broke.

“You’ve been with her, haven’t you?” he asked, voice low enough that only I could hear. “Keilani. I can see it in how she looks at you.”

I took a slow sip from my can, letting the question hang.

“Come on, man,” he pressed. “You can tell me. I won’t say anything.”

I met his gaze. “One of the reasons they trust me, Kai? I know when to keep my mouth shut.”

He studied my face, searching for confirmation. “Fuck you, you lucky bastard. Sorry I asked.”

“Discretion isn’t complicated,” I said. “But it’s rare.”

Kai worked that around, popping the tab on his fresh beer with his thumb. His shoulders slumped slightly, then straightened with new resolve.

“Fuck it,” he said finally. “I get it. Respect.”

We knocked cans and let the moment drift.

On the way back, I caught another glance that made the hair on my arms rise.

Bella and Keilani were close, closer than before. Their conversation was soft and fast, almost like code. When they saw us, the words vanished, replaced by that practiced, easy smile again.

But something had changed at the center.

Bella’s eyes found mine, and she radiated mischief.

Keilani’s lips curled, more secret than challenge now.

Even Kai noticed, but he just shrugged, happy to bask in the afterglow of a draw.

We circled up around what was left of the picnic, trading stories about Surf King, about the time Bella watched a fight break out in a Monte Carlo nightclub, about the legend of the haunted break on the north side of Maui.

Everyone played the part.

But the undertow, the draw… that was something else.

You could taste it, the promise, the possibility, the question of what might happen if the sun set and it was just the three of us left in the house above, what happened the last time the three of us were alone.

I didn’t say it out loud.

I just poured more wine for Bella and split the last Heady Topper with Keilani.

Kai put a playlist on, soft reggae mixing with the crash of the waves.

We drifted, the edges of the day going fuzzy and sweet. Sometimes Bella’s hand would find mine, other times Keilani’s foot nudged mine under the table, a little touch that said: I see you. I want you to see me, too.

It wasn’t a harem war anymore. It seemed the ladies had called a truce.

It was the start of something wild, something none of us would put words to just yet.

But as the sun arched down the sky and beach shadows got long, I could see the next move written in the way Bella and Keilani kept sneaking each other glances, then swinging back to me.

Kai was there, but he was just wind in the sails.

The real journey was about to start.

All it needed was the right moment.

Maybe at sunset, maybe after the last can was empty.

But the next story was already in motion.

And I’d be ready, camera or no camera, to capture every second.

***

The vibe shifted at sunset, like somebody flipped the breakers and pumped extra voltage through the cove.

Kai packed up with a laugh and a promise to crush us at next week’s hang. He slapped my back, eyed Keilani one last time, and jogged up the stairs like if he left fast enough, maybe the universe would reset by morning.

But with him gone, the world shrank down to just us, me, Bella, and Keilani, air humming with the unspoken.

We lingered on the blankets, everything softer and sharper at once. The girls didn’t bother play-acting anymore. Bella lounged close, her hand tracing idle circles on my thigh, black bikini cool and perfect against her tanned skin. Keilani sprawled on the other side, legs stretched, turquoise suit glowing in the gold light.

For a second, we just listened to the surf, letting the silence stretch.

Keilani was first to break it.

“He never had a chance with me, you know,” she said, gaze fixed on the ocean. “I’ve been interested in someone else since the semester started.”

Bella smiled, slow, like she’d known all along. “That’s what I told you,” she added, voice sly.

Keilani turned, catching my eye. “I watch you on the waves, West. You never try too hard. You just…are. That’s rare.”

Bella hooked her arm through mine, eyes alive. “We’ve been talking about you. About us. About possibilities.”

I let the words settle, letting the moment pulse between us.

Bella leaned over and kissed my cheek, soft and proprietary. “So what do you say, mon roi? You interested in possibility?”

I took her hand, warm and firm. “Lead the way.”

She stood, graceful as glass, and pulled me up. Keilani followed, silent but smiling, her gaze hot enough to burn the sun to cinders.

We didn’t speak as we climbed the bluff. Just bodies, close, shadows chasing ahead. At the top, my house stood in full Pacific light, gold and pink ribboning the windows.

Bella walked in first, confidence crystal clear. She didn’t need to check if the others were coming; she knew what she wanted.

She led me through the main room, pausing only to lock eyes with Keilani, who drifted behind, silent but steady.

At the threshold to my room, Bella stopped. She turned, fingers tight on my wrist, and pulled me close.

I braced for a soft kiss, but she wasn’t playing.

Her mouth crushed mine, hungry, deep, no hesitation. Her tongue slipped between my lips, taking what she wanted. The taste of chocolate and honey, still on her breath, made it even sweeter.

Keilani watched, arms folded under her chest. The sunset hit her skin, painting her in a sheet of coral and gold.

Bella drew back, breath quick. “I want to share this with you,” she said, words thick with want. Her gaze flicked to Keilani. “Share you.”

My cock jerked, thrilled by the raw honesty.

Bella shifted her grip, threading her fingers through mine, and led us into the bedroom. Keilani followed, hips moving in slow, wide arcs, eyes never straying from me.

Sunset poured in through the windows, bathing the room in molten color. The bedspread glowed, waves of light and shadow racing across the hardwood.

Bella wasted no time. She pressed her lips to my jaw, then my neck, mapping a route she seemed to have pre-planned. Her hands made quick work of my shirt, yanking it up and over my head, not bothering to be gentle.

She shoved me to the bed and straddled my waist, black bikini a high-gloss tease against her skin. Her breasts hovered just above my chest, nipples pressing hard against the fabric.

Keilani didn’t stay on the edge. She dropped to her knees beside us, her hands sliding up my ribs, cool and electric.

Bella owned the first move, but Keilani was a storm building in silence.

Bella tilted my face and kissed me again, deeper, one hand bracing my jaw so I couldn’t look away. “Let yourself go,” she whispered, switching to French for effect. “Tonight, you belong to us.”

Keilani’s hands crept higher, thumbs tracing circles over my abs. She smiled up at me, not coy, but wild with anticipation.

Bella dragged her lips lower, tongue flicking over my collarbone, biting just hard enough to make me gasp.

She rocked her hips, grinding against my cock until it stood at full salute, tenting my shorts. She reached down, gripped me through the fabric, and gave a squeeze that sent a lightning bolt up my spine.

Keilani’s hands dropped to my waistband, fingers working the tie free. She tugged my shorts off, freeing my cock, which sprang out, hard and leaking.

The look on both their faces was priceless.

Bella licked her lips, then turned to Keilani. “You want the first taste?”

Keilani didn’t answer. She just took me in her hand, stroking slow, watching my face. Her grip was different from anything else, firmer, more deliberate, her fingers working the shaft like she was learning me by heart.

She bent, tongue flicking the tip, then lapping up the bead of precum.

Bella watched, one hand on my chest, the other massaging her own breast. She looked at me like she was seeing the start of a masterpiece.

Keilani popped my cock into her mouth, lips parting wide, and went deep from the start. The sensation was unreal, her mouth hot and wet, tongue swirling, the control in her movements setting every nerve on fire.

Bella leaned over my face, her hair cascading around me, and kissed me again, slower this time, like she was savoring the moment.

Keilani kept working my cock, never breaking eye contact, feeding off the way my body shuddered under her touch.

When she finally came up for air, Bella slid off my lap and knelt beside her.

“Let’s see if we can both fit,” Bella teased, glancing at Keilani with mischief.

The two beauties knelt together, each taking turns with my cock, licking and kissing, their tongues sometimes tangling at the tip. The heat of their mouths, the way they teased and teased, nearly undid me right there.

But Bella had other plans.

She pushed Keilani gently back and climbed onto the bed. Without hesitation, she reached behind her neck, untying her bikini top. It fell away, revealing high, firm breasts that bounced slightly with each breath, their tips darkened and hard. She shimmied out of her bottoms next, the motion accentuating the sharp contrast between bronzed skin and the pale triangles that hugged her most intimate curves. As she straddled my hips, her ass, perfectly rounded and taut, hovered just above me before she positioned herself, the head of my cock brushing against her entrance.

She paused, just the head brushing her entrance, then eased down, taking me in inch by inch.

Her pussy was hot and slick, velvet wrapping tight, squeezing so perfectly it made my ears ring.

Bella rode me slow at first, letting every inch settle, her hands braced on my chest, breasts jiggling and swaying with the motion.

Keilani watched, stroking her own pussy through the bikini, eyes wide.

“Go to her,” Bella commanded, her accent thicker now. “Kiss her while I fuck you.”

Keilani leaned in, mouth finding mine, hungry and alive. Her tongue tangled with mine, her hand guiding my face so I couldn’t escape.

The feeling of Bella riding me, her hips rolling in practiced, perfect waves, while Keilani’s mouth devoured mine, it was too much, in the best possible way.

Bella picked up the tempo, grinding down with a force I’d never seen from her. The wet slap of skin on skin echoed through the room.

When she got close, she pulled my face to hers.

“Do not come yet,” she ordered, nails digging into my shoulders.

She squeezed tight, milked my cock, then popped off with a slick noise.

She shifted, grabbing Keilani by the arm, yanking her onto the bed. “Your turn, island girl.”

Keilani laughed, nerves gone. She peeled her bikini bottoms off in one smooth move, then reached behind her back to untie her top. The fabric fell away, releasing her breasts, full, round, and perfect, which bounced slightly with her movement as she climbed onto my face, knees bracketing my head.

Her pussy hovered above me, tan, pretty, glistening with need. “You sure?” she whispered, voice shaky for the first time.

I didn’t answer with words. I pulled her hips down and buried my tongue in her slit, licking deep, tasting salt and sweet and the pure rush of her.

She gasped, bracing herself on the headboard as I licked her, slow at first, then faster, flicking her clit with my tongue.

Bella moved beside us, her mouth at Keilani’s ear, whispering encouragement in a swirl of French and English.

“He adores how you taste,” Bella purred. “You look perfect. Let him make you come, ma belle.”

Keilani quaked under my tongue, the control she usually wore stripped away. Her thighs clamped around my head, her whole body shuddering.

I sucked her clit, flicked it, then plunged my tongue inside again, finger joining in, curling until I found her spot.

Her orgasm hit like a rip current. She cried out, grinding her pussy against my mouth, hips jerking as she rode it out.

Bella stroked Keilani’s back, soothing her down from the peak.

When Keilani finally peeled off, dazed, Bella caught my cock in her hand.

“Now, you,” she whispered, handing Keilani a kiss that was all fire and gratitude.

Keilani, still shaky, returned the kiss. The two of them, lips locked, hands all over each other, was porn-level hot.

Bella shimmied into place, facing away from me, and slid her pussy down onto my cock. This time, she leaned forward, arching her back, ass pointed high; the view was insanity.

She rode me hard, driving her hips back with a force that sucked me deeper each time.

Keilani crawled up beside me, kissing me, licking her own taste from my lips.

She whispered, “I love watching you fuck her. It makes me so hungry for you.”

I gripped Bella’s hips and matched her thrust for thrust. My cock was soaked, every nerve straining. Bella’s voice got ragged, her hair stuck to her neck, sweat glistening down her spine.

As I pounded into her, she reached back, grabbing Keilani’s hand, pulling her close.

“Come here, baby,” she said to Keilani, her voice open and real. “I want you to touch me while he fucks me.”

Keilani complied, hands roaming over Bella’s back, exploring, then sliding under to cup Bella’s bouncing breasts.

They moaned together, voices mixing in the hot, wet air.

Then, in a move that lit the world on fire, Keilani leaned over and kissed Bella, tongues tangling as they pressed against each other.

All restraint vanished as I hammered into Bella, hips snapping with pent-up hunger. She braced herself, hands white-knuckled on my thighs, moaning with every thrust. Her hair spilled in waves down her back, wild and glorious, sticking to her sweat-slick skin. She wanted it rough, hell, she demanded it, driving back against me, ass smacking my thighs with every impact.

Keilani’s hands never stopped. They explored the planes of my chest, nails scoring across my abs, and then wandered to Bella’s waist, splaying wide as if steadying us both against the oncoming storm. She watched, transfixed, her mouth parted and pupils blown, but her eyes kept flicking from my face to Bella’s with a hunger that matched, maybe even outpaced, mine.

I tipped my head back, losing myself in the rhythm and the sight: the way Bella’s back arched, the impossible grace of Keilani’s body curved alongside ours, golden skin glowing in the last sweep of daylight. Keilani reached up, threading her fingers into Bella’s hair, holding her steady, and then, out of nowhere, she shifted to straddle Bella’s torso, pressing her breasts to Bella’s back and trailing kisses along her shoulder.

The feel of Keilani’s lips ghosting over Bella, the sound of her breath against the shell of Bella’s ear, sent a ripple of electricity through all of us.

“God, you’re perfect,” Keilani whispered to Bella, to me, to the universe, maybe to herself.

I fucked Bella harder, chasing that edge we were all teetering on. She threw her head back, her voice rising, one long, desperate cry.

Keilani clamped her thighs around Bella’s waist and leaned in, her lips capturing Bella’s in a deep, greedy kiss. Bella moaned into it, her whole body tightening, and suddenly the two of them were devouring each other, wild, wet, beautiful, as I slammed into Bella from behind. The pull in my gut became a tidal force, a rush that demanded surrender, but I held it together, jaw locked, determined to drag this pleasure out as long as possible.

Bella’s cries built, French, then English, then just animal sounds, her pussy squeezing and fluttering around me as she neared the edge. Keilani’s hand snaked down between Bella’s thighs, finding the slick, swollen bundle of nerves, and she rubbed it in tight, insistent circles.

“Come for us, baby,” Keilani breathed, voice thick with want. “Show him how beautiful you are.”

“Fuck—fuck—fuck!” Bella gasped, her fingers digging twin crescent moons into my skin.

She broke apart, whole body seizing up, her pussy clamping so hard it nearly forced me out. The contraction milked my cock, a vice of velvet and heat. I groaned, biting down on my lip, holding on by a thread.

“Do it,” Keilani whispered in my ear, hot breath sending shivers down my spine. “Fill her, West. She wants it. So do I.”

Somehow, this was what pushed me over, not just the feeling but the unity of it, the way Keilani’s and Bella’s voices tangled together, the raw honesty of their need. My orgasm ripped through me, intense and explosive, cock pulsing as I emptied deep inside Bella’s spasming cunt. She cried out again, her body rocking with the aftershocks, hair thrashing and sweat flying.

Keilani kept stroking Bella’s clit, pushing her higher, and then, as I softened inside, she slid down, licking the mess of our release from Bella’s thighs, savoring every drop. Bella shook, overcome, then reached back to pull Keilani up to her lips. They kissed, slow and deep, sharing the taste. I just watched, stunned and spent, my legs shaking, heart thundering somewhere near my throat.

We stayed frozen for a beat, then collapsed in a tangled heap, sweat slick and limbs entwined.

For a while, nobody said anything.

We just breathed, letting the aftershocks roll through.

Then, gradually, words returned.

Bella curled into my side, her head on my chest. Keilani tucked in close, her hand trailing lazy circles on my stomach.

Bella started it.

“In France, relationships are not so… boxed in. People connect, they share, they move together and apart like the tides. If you want someone, you say it. No games.”

Keilani nodded, her face soft. “On the islands, it’s more about harmony. The whole is more important than the part. You show respect by letting people be who they are, no need to own or control them. Even in love, it’s always about the flow.”

Bella looked at her, then at me. “Americans, you make everything a contest. You have to win, or you are nothing.”

Keilani smiled. “We don’t need to win. We just need to belong.”

I let the words bounce around my brain, the contrast electric.

“Maybe there’s a better way,” I said, honest as I’d ever been. “We could make something different. Not about competition or possession, but about what works for us.”

Bella grinned, sharp and satisfied. “Like our own little surf crew, oui?”

Keilani laughed, low and sweet. “Only if I get to be captain next time.”

Bella smacked her with a pillow, the move instantly devolving into a messy, hilarious tussle on top of my exhausted body.

We ended tangled up, everything sticky and warm, the ocean pounding below and the world outside shrunk to just this room.

Darkness came, but nobody reached for the light.

We just talked, about why Keilani surfed, what Bella missed about Paris, the weirdest things we’d ever eaten, the philosophy of rivalries in and out of the water.

No jealousy. No drama.

Just honest connection, the kind that kept you up for hours just to see where the next story might lead.

Finally, somewhere close to midnight, we drifted into sleep.

Bella snuggled to my left, Keilani sprawled across my chest, both of them tossing off the sheets, not bothering to cover up.

The legend of campus rivalry had cracked open into something softer, something real.

And I realized, as I drifted into darkness with two legends tangled in my arms, that I’d never felt more at home.

***

I woke to a whisper in the dark, a brush of lips on my neck, the featherweight pressure of hands on my chest.

At first, I thought it was a dream.

Then Keilani’s scent hit, ocean-bright and a little wild, and I knew I was awake.

She lay sprawled across me, skin warm and slick, bare breasts pressing against my ribs. Her breath came in delicate pulls, like she was savoring every second.

Her palm ghosted down my sternum, over abs tight from the day, then lower.

When she took my cock in her hand, the world snapped into focus.

“I’ve wanted this since the first second I saw you on the waves,” Keilani whispered, her voice rough with honesty. “Just you and me.”

Her hand stroked slow, thumb circling the head, working precum over the tip.

I hesitated, glancing at Bella’s sleeping form, the rise and fall of her back steady in the moonlit room.

Keilani caught my pause, smiled to herself, and leaned in closer. Her lips found my ear.

“She knows,” Keilani murmured. “We discussed possibilities. This is one she wanted to happen.”

The tension bled out of me.

I let Keilani climb on top, her body moving like water, every shift perfectly in flow.

She straddled my hips and used one hand to line up my cock. Even in low light, her pussy gleamed, puffy lips parted, wet and ready.

With a slow roll, she sank down, taking the full length of me inside her.

The gasp she let out punched straight through my chest.

She paused, letting me fill her, walls clenching tight.

“God, you feel amazing,” I breathed, voice gone hoarse.

Keilani started to move, rolling her hips, grinding me deeper. Her hands braced on my chest, fingers splaying as she chased the perfect angle.

Every time I thrust up, she took it, pussy gripping me, her breath quickening.

It was slow, deliberate, no rush, no fireworks, just the electric pulse of two people completely focused on each other.

Her tits bounced with every grind, nipples dark and hard, begging to be sucked.

I reached up, cupped them, thumbing the peaks. She hissed, then leaned forward, letting my lips close around one, then the other.

When I sucked her nipple, she clenched around my cock, hips stuttering.

I wanted to flip her, pin her down and fuck her hard, but this was her moment, and I let her lead.

She rode me until sweat pooled at the small of her back, the only sound our ragged breath and the distant boom of the surf outside.

Finally, I couldn’t take it. I grabbed her ass with both hands, squeezing, then rolled us, flipping so she landed underneath.

My cock never left her pussy. I just drove in deeper.

She wrapped her legs around my waist, ankles locking at my spine, and pulled me in with every bit of strength she had.

Her forehead pressed to mine, our eyes locked, no hiding, no distance.

“I feel you,” Keilani whispered, voice broken and wild. “All of you. Right here.”

We moved together, sweaty and fused, nothing between us but want.

The world could have ended just then, the roof fallen in or the cliffs tumbled to the sea, and I wouldn’t have noticed. Every sense locked on Keilani, her damp hair fanned against the pillow, the way her hands mapped my back like she was memorizing me, the impossible heat of her wrapped around my cock. Her heels dug into my hips, urging me in, deeper, harder, but her eyes stayed on mine, laser-focused, full of meaning that felt bigger than either of us.

She clawed lightly at my back, not the brutal rakes of earlier, just tiny scratches meant to anchor me in her orbit. I could taste her breath on every exhale, sugar and salt and something electric, and with every thrust she shuddered, hips rolling up to meet me, a perfect mirror of my own hunger. I buried my hands in her hair, then cradled her face, thumbs tracing her jaw as I fucked her slow and deep, like I wanted to write this memory in her bones.

Keilani had never been the type to play coy, her wants, her needs, they all broadcasted in 4K. But right then, she was undone, lips trembling, her usual bravado melted into pure want. She started to breathe in sharp little gasps, every muscle in her body flexing, and I realized she was fighting the edge, desperate to make it last.

“Don’t stop,” she begged, voice more plea than command. “Don’t ever stop. I want all of it, want you to come inside, please, baby.”

The word “baby” short-circuited my brain. I’d heard it from other women, flirty, ironic, sometimes just a throwaway. But from Keilani it was seismic—proof that this wasn’t just another fuck, that something new was being born in her, or maybe in both of us.

I held on as long as I could, savoring her, savoring the way her body clamped around mine, every muscle a vice of velvet and heat. Her pussy rippled around me, wet and sucking, pulling me in like the undertow. She went rigid, head thrown back, a ragged sob clawing out of her throat. This wasn’t the tidy, performative orgasm I’d seen a thousand times. This was raw, and real, and for a second I thought she might break apart under the force of it.

“Now, West—please, baby, fill me—“

She said it again. Baby. The word detonated in my chest, a faultline opening all the way down.

I lost it.

I slammed into her, balls tight and drawn up, every neuron firing as I erupted. I emptied myself deep inside her, cock pulsing, the wave of release so intense it was almost pain. She kept writhing beneath me, milking every drop, her nails scoring my ass as I rode it out.

I collapsed on top of her, body spent, nerves frayed, heart thundering so loud I could hear it in my ears.

Keilani wrapped her arms around my neck, holding me tight, her body limp but her voice pure steel.

“Thank you for seeing me,” she whispered, lips brushing my ear. “Not just the body. The real me.”

In the aftermath, my thoughts blurred, the universe shrunk to a single point of heat and heartbeat. I lay there, still inside her, feeling her pulse against me, the proof that this was more than just friction and sweat.

When I pulled out, a slick warmth spilled down her thighs, painting her skin with proof of what we’d done. She grinned at the mess, eyes shining, then reached down to scoop up some of it, smearing it across her mound without a hint of shame.

She drew me down, kissing me slow and deep, tongues tangling, and in that moment I felt every part of her, her pride, her hunger, her quiet hope.

We lay tangled for a while, breath syncing up, the sound of the surf below echoing the thrum in my chest. I traced patterns on her skin, following the line of tattoos on her ribs, the tiny birthmark on her hip, the fresh bruises I’d left blooming down her side.

She hummed, low and happy, sliding back on top of me, anchoring her knees to my hips, breasts pressed to my chest, then let her head rest on my chest.

My arms circled her, anchoring her in place.

Beside us, Bella’s breathing kept its lazy, easy rhythm.

Keilani’s breath synced up, her whole body heavy on top of me, pussy still leaking my cum between her legs.

I drifted with her, the weight of her a comfort.

For once, there was no need for anything but this.

Keilani, asleep atop me, queen of the castle. Me, holding her. Bella, peaceful beside.

Perfect harmony, in the dark.

If only every night could end exactly like this.

***

Sunlight snuck through the glass, painting streaks of gold across the empty bed.

It took me a second to realize I was alone. Sheets still held the shape and scent of bodies, sweat, ocean, a swirl of something more, but Bella and Keilani were missing.

My cock ached from the night’s work, but the pull of voices and laughter was stronger.

I slipped into shorts and wandered down the hall, following the trail of French roast and whispered jokes.

The first thing I saw was Bella, back to me, perched barefoot at the counter. She wore my faded GCU t-shirt, nothing beneath. The hem barely covered her ass, which moved in a slow, hypnotic sway as she reached for the sugar.

Keilani crouched by the stove, pouring coffee, wearing one of my old surf tank tops. The faded fabric hung loose at the sides, giving me flashes of her breasts with every movement, while the hem barely reached the top curve of her ass, leaving nothing to imagination below.

The air hit different, more honest, more intimate. They floated around the kitchen like they’d always belonged.

Bella noticed me first. She turned, blue eyes alive, and grinned.

“Good morning,” she purred, coming in close.

She caught my hips and pulled me against her, breasts pressing up under cotton. She kissed me, slow and knowing, tongue tracing the seam of my mouth before she let go.

Her gaze flicked from my face to Keilani and back, loaded with promise.

“Did you sleep well?” Bella teased, lips brushing my ear.

I was still dizzy from the kiss. “Best sleep I’ve had in months.”

Before I could catch my breath, Keilani padded over with two mugs in hand. She handed me coffee, then tipped her chin up, a silent invitation.

I didn’t hesitate.

I cupped her cheek and kissed her, deep and soft. She hummed against my mouth, her free hand sliding under my shirt to rake the skin at my waist.

When I let go, she was smiling. “We should definitely make this a regular thing. The three of us.”

Her confidence was casual, no room for games.

Bella nodded without missing a beat. “Relationships are what we make them. And I think we’ve made something beautiful.”

I drank that in, more addictive than caffeine.

Breakfast was less about food and more about the vibe, bare skin, traded kisses, Bella draped across my lap at the table, Keilani parked at my side, hand finding mine under the surface.

Sometimes they fed me, sometimes each other. There were playful bites, tangles of fingers, toes warring under the table. At one point, Bella hooked her ankle over Keilani’s and refused to let go until Keilani stole a kiss, right in front of me.

Nobody rushed. Nobody filled the silences with fake talk. Our conversation went everywhere: the dumbest Surf King rumors, foods we missed from childhood, how Euro girls did friendship bands, and the story behind Keilani’s first real tattoo.

It didn’t take long for the topic to turn to us.

Bella started it, as always.

“In France, my friends are open. Sharing is not strange, sometimes it’s even expected. The only rule is honesty. If you are jealous, you say so, but you don’t pretend. Not like here.”

Keilani jumped in. “Island style is about community. You can be close with many, but you don’t get lost. As long as there’s respect, the rest flows. Mainland people get so uptight, like if you don’t do it the ‘normal’ way, it’s a crisis.”

Bella put her chin on my shoulder and traced my jaw with a fingertip. “But you, West… you see people. You don’t force us to be anything we’re not. I think that’s why this works.”

Keilani squeezed my hand. “You don’t take sides. It’s just… real.”

The words landed, settling something in my chest I didn’t even know needed fixing.

I looked at both, honest. “You make it easy. Best team I’ve ever played for.”

Bella snorted, almost choking on her toast. “Who says you are the captain?”

Keilani grinned. “Let her have it, West. She earned it.”

They leaned in and kissed, slow and sweet, before breaking off to pepper my cheeks with affection.

We lingered at the table, sated and happy. Ocean thundered outside, but inside it was all warmth and the easy weight of bodies pressed together.

Bella stretched, shirt riding up, more naked than dressed.

“People will gossip,” she said, blue eyes twinkling.

I shrugged. “Let them. I’d rather have this than a million followers who never see the real me.”

Keilani nodded. “If you want it, chase it. That’s the only rule.”

A little hush settled, thick but not awkward.

I thought about the legend, the campus drama, all the stories spun for content.

What I wanted was this. Bare thighs and tangled hands. Laughter over strong coffee. The sense that every want could be said out loud, no edits required.

Breakfast faded into late morning, and we just sat there, watching waves curl against the cliffs.

Bella and Keilani cradled me in between, taking turns trading lazy kisses, bodies never untangled for long.

It wasn’t a fantasy. It was better because it was honest, and fully ours.

As the sun flooded the house and the last of the fruit vanished from the table, I realized something:

For the first time, legend felt real.

And I wouldn’t trade that for anything.


Divided Attention


If you wanted to experience electricity without getting zapped, GCU Stadium was the place to be. The whole venue buzzed before I’d even set foot through the tunnel. Above, spotlights circled, catching the gold trim and the logos splashed across electronic banners. Every seat in the bowl was filled, PNMs (potential new members) in sundresses and strappy heels, fraternity guys who’d “volunteered” to work the event, even a few faculty pretending they weren’t rubbernecking the campus drama of the year.

The air inside the Colosseum was thick with perfume, sunscreen, and the buttery scent of stadium popcorn. By the time I reached the stage level, my shirt was already clinging to my back, camera straps digging into my neck like they were trying to remind me why I was here.

This was more than just Greek peek week. This was a coronation, or a coup.

Victoria’s house was up first, but the spotlight wasn’t on her yet. Behind the scenes, the Sigma Epsilon prep squad moved like clockwork: hair, makeup, final checks on the signature white-and-gold jackets. Nobody smirked. Nobody fretted. But you could feel the hum, the nervous energy vibrating off every polished inch of their bodies.

I found my spot at dead-center, just shy of the edge of the main stage, lenses lined up like bullets in a magazine.

Moments before the curtain’s soft glow, Victoria found me.

She didn’t float in, she walked, shoulders squared but not quite the legend posture. Her lips were bare, no lacquer; her hair was up, but stray wisps had broken free, framing her face in a way I’d never seen her allow in public.

She held a folder in both hands, knuckles pale. A deep, careful breath ghosted out before she spoke.

“I’ve been thinking about what you said,” Victoria started, voice pitched for me only. “About authenticity. About how connection beats perfection every single time.”

She flipped the folder open, no digital screens, just printed pages, color-coded by someone who’d probably lose sleep over a misaligned tab. The words were crystal clear.

Gone were the bullet-pointed scripts and surgically scheduled applause breaks. Instead: “Live Testimonials: unscripted.” “React to questions from the PNMs.” “Sigma Epsilon real moments.” Even a highlighted note: “Leave room for the unexpected.”

“I’m trusting your vision,” Victoria said, sounding like every syllable cost her blood. “Document this however you think best represents us. Even if it…” She hesitated, searching for footing. “…makes us human.”

She handed me the packet, her hands trembling for the briefest second before she snapped them to her side.

I let my fingers brush hers, just a beat longer than necessary. Not to comfort, just to anchor us both in the present moment.

“You’re going to crush this,” I said, low.

The look she gave was almost…grateful.

Then the show hit like a flashbang.

Cheerleaders in gold and white formed a tunnel at centerfield, and the Sigma Epsilon squad strode out first, flanked by Victoria and her lieutenants. Gone were the mannequin smiles; the girls were grinning, genuine, alive, a little bit wild.

Victoria led with her signature stride but, instead of aiming for intimidation, she slowed at the front row of seats and bent to greet an awkward first-year with a fist bump. The section lost its mind. PNMs stood on their chairs, phones out, the noise thunderous.

Olivia hovered at Victoria’s elbow, tablet clutched tight, but every so often she’d glance my way, giving a tiny nod. Keep going, we see you.

I worked the camera, sweeping crowd shots, then zeroing in on micro-connections: Victoria whispering encouragement to a nervous pledge; Jade breaking formation to snag a dropped water bottle for a girl in the aisle; Aria teaching another senior to do the “waves” handshake she’d learned during our shoot.

The usual script was gone. This was chemistry, messy, imperfect, addictive.

Even the “formal” testimonials were off book. Sisters stood at the mic, voice wavering, cheeks flushed, admitting things you’d never expect from a house that prided itself on having zero visible cracks.

“I thought I’d never fit in. But my first night in Sigma, I found a whole table of girls who actually cared if I showed up, even in sweatpants,” one sophomore confessed, blinking back tears.

Olivia, the master data-queen herself, teared up and hugged the girl after, breaking every unspoken rule of fortress Sigma.

The crowd ate it up. Each spontaneous laugh, every unscheduled screw-up, landed with nuclear impact. You could sense it in the air, the way the audience started rooting for them instead of just watching.

Between segments, the magic kept rolling. Instead of clustering like rival armies, Sigma Epsilon girls drifted into Theta Pi territory: offering hugs, complimenting a lipstick shade, inviting the other house’s social chair for a joint selfie.

The moment the crowd noise crested, I felt Sam closing in.

She didn’t do anything halfway, that wasn’t her style. She prowled the margin of the field, a tiny army of Thetas in her wake, but her focus was all me. The gold and pink of her outfit was pure cheer-captain sex appeal. When she reached me, the pulse of the stadium kicked up another notch.

“Victoria’s actually taking your advice?” Sam said, voice slicing through the roar. There was real awe in her eyes, an emotion I’d never seen her waste on a rival. “I didn’t think she had it in her. This could change everything.”

Her hand found my arm, squeezing just tight enough to let the world know it belonged to her for the next ten seconds.

She let her gaze linger, lips curling in a grin that was equal parts dare and appreciation.

“Not gonna lie, I’m kind of into this new world order,” Sam whispered, pressing close. She didn’t care who saw. If anything, the growing attention just fueled her.

I barely had time to register the heat in her touch before she yanked me in, her mouth crashing onto mine in a kiss that wasn’t designed for subtlety.

If kisses had decibel levels, this one would have shattered glass. There was zero pretense, zero build-up, just Sam, mouth greedy, tongue sweeping in to claim whatever she could before my brain caught up.

Our bodies collided, the pressure of her chest, the spice of her perfume, her leg bracketing mine. She devoured me, not bothering to keep it PG, and the whole main section of the crowd just…stopped.

Phones went up. People gasped, then started hissing to each other like the news was too hot to keep inside.

Sam broke the kiss with a savage little bite to my lower lip. “Yup. That should give them something to talk about.”

Her fingers stayed at my waist, possessive, not subtle. She looked up, studied my face, then scanned the stands to see who’d clocked the show. If a queen wanted to throw a gauntlet, this was how you did it.

I glanced across the stage.

Victoria stood at the edge of the lights, eyes laser-locked on us. For a second, her expression was an open book, shock, then something raw and exposed, almost hurt.

Then, just as fast, the mask dropped.

She went from vulnerable to diamond-cut in a blink. Legendary posture, every inch in place, smile freezing at the corners.

Olivia materialized next to her, all business, tablet in hand. I couldn’t hear the words, but it was clear from the frantic scrolling and finger-tapping: crisis mode times ten.

Sam didn’t flinch. If anything, she relished the tension, keeping her body pressed close. “Authenticity, right? Nothing more authentic than this,” she purred, nuzzling my neck for extra effect.

I tried to step back, camera still rolling, but Sam matched me move for move. Around us, the stadium buzzed, every snap of the shutter and whisper a fresh ripple moving outward.

Victoria’s eyes never left mine.

For a weird second, it was like the rest of the event just melted away, leaving only the three of us playing chess with real emotions.

I tried to slide left, to keep shooting, stay a ghost, but Victoria was waiting, predator stillness, every muscle coiled.

She caught me at the liminal space between crowd and back corridor, grabbing my wrist.

The shadow swallowed us both.

“That was quite a performance,” Victoria said, voice Arctic cold. “I step outside my comfort zone based on your advice, and you reward me with public humiliation.”

She didn’t shout. She didn’t even raise her voice. That was the scary part.

I waited, letting her lay out the full accusation, but her stare was a challenge: defend yourself, if you dare.

For a second, Sam hovered behind me, arms folded, expression unreadable. She wasn’t coming to my rescue. She wanted to see what I’d do.

Victoria let the silence crawl.

The power shifted.

I realized then: this wasn’t just about the kiss.

This was about everything, the struggle against control, the legend, the risk of vulnerability.

The corridor air was sticky with it.

Nothing would be the same after this.

***

Before my brain even finished processing Victoria’s ice-dagger glare, Sam stepped into the corridor, the stadium noise fading behind her like a dropped curtain. She brought something kinetic with her, a ripple of challenge that made even Victoria flinch for half a heartbeat.

Sam planted herself at my side, eyes cool, hands loose, smile just this side of predatory.

“It wasn’t planned,” she said, her words a shake of the head and a shrug. “But I’m not sorry, either. Authenticity, right? Isn’t that what we’re all aiming for tonight?”

She looked Victoria in the eye, zero fear. Her hand found its way to the small of my back, light and unhurried, but it felt like a brand.

Victoria drew herself even taller, impossible, but she managed it. The energy coming off her was almost dangerous.

She cut straight to the bone. “This ends now. Either you’re with my house for the rest of this event, or you’re with hers.” She didn’t even glance at Sam. Every atom of focus was locked on me. “Choose.”

Sam didn’t posture. She just let her hand rest, not gripping, just a steady point of contact, a reminder of where I stood, but not pushing me either way.

I could see it now: Victoria’s ultimatum wasn’t just a rivalry play. It was about control, about making the world bend to her design. Sam, in her own way, was just as manipulative, letting things “happen,” then hanging back to act above it all.

I measured both their faces, the heat, the expectation, the undertow of need and insecurity running beneath every breath.

I let the honesty hang between us.

“I’m going to finish documenting this event as I committed to both houses,” I said. “The energy out there is incredible, exactly what you wanted, Victoria. I’m not choosing sides; I’m choosing to do my job.”

Then, softer, meeting her eyes. “We should talk after you’ve had time to cool off. This reaction isn’t about the kiss, it’s about control.”

I turned to Sam, my jaw tightening. “And you knew exactly what you were doing, didn’t you? Using me as a prop to get under her skin.” My voice dropped to where only she could hear. “Victoria matters to me. A lot. This isn’t a game.”

Sam’s expression shifted, something vulnerable flickering across her face as she looked down, then back at me. She nodded once, not apologizing, but the calculation had left her eyes.

Victoria’s lips parted, as if to argue. Instead, something flickered at the edges, a crack, a shadow, maybe the ghost of what she’d almost shown on stage.

“You think you understand me so well,” she said. This time, her voice wobbled, softer and sharper, stripped of armor. “But you have no idea what this is about.”

She pivoted, steps crisp, posture so rigid it looked like it might shatter. She didn’t look back.

Sam waited, just breathing, watching Victoria’s retreat.

She squeezed my side, her pulse steady against my ribs. “I didn’t mean to—“

I shrugged away from her touch, jaw tight. The camera felt heavy in my hands as I checked the settings, deliberately not meeting her eyes.

“West, come on. It was just—“

“I have work to do.” My voice came out flat. I adjusted my lens cap, then walked toward the stadium’s inner corridor, leaving her standing there.

Behind me, Victoria’s heels clicked on polished concrete, fading into memory. Ahead, the crowd’s roar swelled like thunder.

Inside, the storm was only just beginning.

***

I hit the bowl just as the stadium lights went full tilt, every LED blazing and the crowd in a frenzy.

Either the air had gotten thicker or I was still vibrating from the corridor collision, but one thing was clear: Victoria hadn’t run away. She owned the field, center stage, her voice ringing out brighter and bolder than before.

Despite everything, I felt the ache of pride in my chest as I raised my camera. This wasn’t the ice queen. This was new, unfiltered, hungry, almost unfinished. Even when she faltered, she let it show, a raw edge in her laugh or a catch in her throat that made people lean in closer, not pull back.

Sigma Epsilon girls mirrored the shift. Instead of gliding like robots, they whooped, hugged, made jokes at their own expense. The stories they shared were messy, funny, stuff you could actually see yourself in.

Somewhere in the background, Aria and Olivia coordinated a PNM conga line, the whole lower deck snaking up the aisle, phones flashing. There were even improv dance-offs with Theta Pi ringers mixed into the pack. Lila and Jade from the Thetas started a duet, Sigma and Theta, hip to hip, twirling like nobody cared if the hair fell in their faces.

That’s when I realized: the rivalry wasn’t the event anymore.

It was the fuel.

Sam’s house took the handoff and ran with it. Instead of just chaos, they delivered the punchline, wild but on point, energy bouncing off the stadium walls. Every time Sam took the mic, she played it real, teasing Victoria from the edge of the stage, but making it clear this wasn’t hate, it was respect. Her squad echoed it, leaving space for the Sigs to jump into the fun. The crowd clocked it instantly.

This meant far more to me than her half-assed apology from earlier.

Every segment felt like a sports final, momentum swinging, each side stepping up their game, but always calling back to what the other had just done. Classic rivalry, but somehow… collaborative.

The stadium buzzed at a frequency I’d never felt before.

I kept shooting, grabbing candids of PNMs with their literal jaws dropped, advisors clutching clipboards like their whole worldview had been upended. Best of all was the current on stage: Victoria standing off-script with two nervous freshmen, coaching them through a stuttered intro; Sam and Aria leading a co-ed group in a “sorority sisters unite” cheer; even moments where the whole Sigma Epsilon lineup broke out in spontaneous applause for the other house.

At sunset, the event hit its peak. Sigma and Theta lined up opposite sides of the field, then, instead of squaring off, they met at center, arms linked.

The MC barely got out the closing script before the place detonated with cheers.

I caught every second, the hugs, the high-fives, Victoria and Sam sharing the spotlight, even the way Victoria snuck a sideways grin at me as if to say, “bet you didn’t see this coming.” The edge of her armor was gone.

Olivia already had her tablet out, stats scrolling like a Wall Street tickertape.

She found me at the edge of the field, her hair a little mussed, eyes absolutely alive.

“Highest engagement metrics we’ve ever recorded for a Rush event, and I don’t mean this year, I mean ever,” Olivia announced, barely keeping herself from hugging me. “Victoria’s approach, plus the obvious tension between houses? Absolute gold. You rewrote the playbook.”

She handed me the numbers: more shares, more likes, more post-event signups than any year prior by a mile.

But the truth was in the photos. I flicked through the reel: not just staged glory shots, but hands clasped, girls doubled-up in laughter, even Victoria and Sam with foreheads pressed, both grinning like pirates.

The legend wasn’t about destroying the other team.

It was the collision.

Rivalry, vulnerability, even the bruised egos backstage, it all built the magic.

At the very end, as the stadium cleared, both houses lined up for a final bow.

For the first time, it didn’t look like two armies. It looked like a new tribe.

I packed up, my hands moving on instinct, brain still replaying every moment.

Right as I slung the camera bag, both phones vibrated.

Victoria’s message was crisp: “Private recap tomorrow? Just us. I need to talk to you… about everything.”

Sam’s hit a second later: “I’m sorry, West. That was wrong of me. Please say you’ll forgive me. Are we still on for our date? I’m up for whatever.”

Neither was trying to erase the other. Neither wanted to win the night alone.

They just wanted to define what we had, without the bullshit.

For once, I saw the endgame for what it was: freedom.

Not the illusion, but the real thing.

I texted Vic back: “Lighthouse bar. 8pm.”

Sam was next. “We’re still on. Come to my place at 6pm, the day after tomorrow, and we’ll take it from there.”

The ocean air waited outside, thick with promise.

And tomorrow, the legend would write itself, one story, two queens, and a campus ready for something new.


Queen, Rebel, King


If you want to change someone’s world, you don’t do it in the place they already own. You do it somewhere unexpected, somewhere the air cuts different, and nothing is safe.

That was why I chose The Lighthouse Bar.

Oceanfront, corner booth, the glass curved just right to channel blue-water glow into the heart of the room. Candlelight flickered from the middle of the table, throwing honeyed shadows over the driftwood. Every now and then, a salt breeze crept through the open patio doors, carrying the faint promise of danger and better decisions.

I got there early. Rookie move for most, but it was strategic. My back to the wall, ocean at my shoulder, nothing but the bar’s glow and the slow lap of jazz from the speakers. The world outside faded, no house wars, no campus noise, just me, a sweating whiskey sour, and the slow tick of my cheap wristwatch.

I kept checking the time, like it mattered. Like her walking through the door might rewrite the legend in my favor. Truth was, I was nervous. Not because I wasn’t ready, but because, for once, I actually wanted this to go right.

The bar’s usual crowd hummed on the periphery: a pair of Thetas in party-mode, some ex-footballers getting loud on specialty shots, and the quiet cluster of “locals” who liked to pretend the place was a secret. Nobody looked twice at me.

Which was perfect. Because the next forty minutes were about to punch a hole straight through the old status quo.

I nursed my drink and set out the bait: two menus, angled so the second seat faced the best sunset, and a candle to create just enough of a privacy bubble. The view was killer, wave breaks, the slow sweep of headlamps on the coast road above, and the shimmer of GCU’s lights just visible up the bluff.

I’d picked this spot for Victoria. But the game had an extra player tonight.

That was the twist.

I checked my phone, not for texts, but for the time. Ten minutes to the hour, then seven, then three. Every beat closer just made the air thicken, the anticipation humming behind my ribs.

Victoria always arrived exactly on schedule, a guarantee as old as the Sinclair legacy itself. But tonight? Nothing about the moment played to script.

She walked in and the whole room recentered.

No white suit, no roaring queen energy. She wore jeans, actual denim, faded and soft, the kind that hugged but didn’t advertise. Her blouse hung loose, white with blue thread at the seams, sleeves rolled to her elbows, collar open just enough to flash a bare collarbone.

Her trademark perfection was gone. Instead: bare skin, just the faintest swipe of gloss on her lips, those sharp cheekbones soft with only the light over the bar.

It was the kind of look that destroyed men by accident.

Her hair, normally a feat of architecture, was wild, falling past her shoulders in actual waves. Not “styled” but real, a little windblown, like she’d stood on the deck and let the breeze wreck her for fun.

She wore exactly one piece of jewelry.

The emerald ring, heavy, old, flashing green-black every time her hand moved.

For a second, I lost track of anything worth saying.

She spotted me, and her face went through three shades of surprise before she locked into a smile, one that didn’t aim to manipulate, but just…lit up.

Victoria drifted through the crowd, heels low and sensible, her stride more relaxed than I’d ever seen. When she reached the booth, she didn’t do the polite handshake or the “let’s set the tone” posture.

She caught my cheek with her palm, leaned in, and kissed me long and slow.

It was the kind of kiss you couldn’t fake. She tasted like expensive mint and the faint tang of white-wine spritzer, and there was no calculation in it at all.

She broke away, leaving her hand on my jaw. The look she gave me didn’t bother with armor.

“You’re early,” she said, voice softer than I remembered.

“Habit,” I said, a little shaky. “Didn’t want to miss it.”

She slid in beside me, legs brushing my thigh, and took a long, steady breath. She glanced at the ocean, then the candle, then finally me.

“Good choice of location,” Victoria said, lapis eyes scanning the shadows. “I like how it feels…off the record.”

I fought the urge to smirk. “That was the whole point.”

A waiter appeared, just professional enough to sense the voltage. He took our drink order, I doubled down on whiskey, she surprised me with tequila neat and left us alone with just the music and the view.

Victoria relaxed into the booth, letting the tension drain from her shoulders. She rested her hands on the table, twisting the emerald ring with restless fingers.

I let her set the tempo.

For a minute, she just traced the rim of her glass.

Then, with zero preamble, Victoria let it all spill, the way you might finally flip a chessboard you’ve been losing for years.

She set her glass down with a click, staring into the candle like it might give her permission. “My mother gave me this ring the day I was named president,” she started, voice steady enough to make you believe she’d practiced this speech in every mirror on Greek Row. “She said, ‘Every Sinclair woman before you wore this. It’s a legacy, but it’s also a shield. Never show them weakness. Control everything, or they’ll take it from you.’”

She said it in this perfect imitation of her mom’s voice, a brittle, diamond-sharp inflection that made the words sound like threat and promise all at once.

I didn’t move. I watched the way her knuckles whitened around the ring, how her thumb worried the stone like it was some kind of worry bead, some ancient artifact from a time when the only thing that mattered was legacy and public image.

She gave a little laugh, but it cracked at the edges. The sound belonged less to the Queen of Sigma Epsilon and more to a version of Victoria I’d only glimpsed before, raw, unscripted, almost bashful.

“Legacy,” she repeated, twisting the emerald hard enough that it left a ghostly green crescent on her palm. “Do you know what that actually means, West? It means if I ever dropped the ball, if I ever let anyone see the real version of me, every headline since 1969 would rewrite itself with my failure.” Her eyes darted up, searching mine for the tiniest flinch. “That’s why I never let anybody close. Not really. I don’t know how to let go, West. Even when I want to. It’s literally been engrained into me since birth.”

She looked away, past me, into the fractured night beyond the window. The ocean was black and endless, full of possibility and things you never wanted to face in daylight. She stared at it like she was daring herself to jump.

I could’ve let her sit in the silence. That’s what most people did with Victoria, let her spin the narrative, perform the right amount of vulnerability, then move on before she noticed you weren’t actually listening.

But I’d seen her at her worst, at her best, and every time in between. I knew her tells: how she tapped her foot under the table when she was nervous, how she’d rather rush headlong into a conflict than admit she needed help, how the only time she lost her composure was when she thought nobody was watching.

So I leaned in, elbows on the driftwood table, and put my hand over hers.

She went rigid, at first, like physical contact was the last move she expected. But after a beat, her fingers softened beneath mine, and she let the air out of her lungs in a long, steady exhale.

“You don’t have to be perfect for me,” I said, barely above a whisper. “Or for anyone. Sometimes the best stuff comes when you let the script burn.”

She stared at our hands, her thumb grazing the back of mine with this careful, deliberate pressure, like she was learning the contours by touch alone. The shadow of her smile was so fragile, I thought it might collapse if I so much as blinked.

“Do you know how much I hate failing?” she asked, softer now. “It’s like…if I mess this up, I’m not just letting myself down. I’m letting down every Sinclair who ever gave up something for the cause. My grandmother was the first woman in her law school. My mom practically built her firm from limestone and willpower. They expect me to leave the house better than I found it. And yet, sometimes, all I want is to just…stop. Just for a second.”

“Would you?” I asked. “If I asked you to?”

She hesitated, then, for the first time, nodded.

And I didn’t need to say anything else. She’d already said it all.

There was a world where I could have reached across the table and pulled her right over, kissed her until she forgot her own name, and offered her the kind of freedom she’d never tasted before. But Victoria was too proud to accept pity, and too clever to let her heart out for nothing. So instead, I let my thumb trace slow circles over her knuckles, and we sat in the hum of unsaid things, the din of the bar fading into the background.

Just then, I caught a glint of emerald in the candlelight, and realized it wasn’t the ring that anchored her. It was the fear of what she’d become without it.

I was about to push deeper, try to coax out the confession I knew she was dying to make, when the energy in the room changed in a way you could measure with a Geiger counter.

From the patio, a gust of laughter and a streak of color cut the night in half. Heads swung toward the entrance, and for a second, even the bartender lost his train of thought.

Skylar Bennett had entered the game.

She was a sunbeam after a thunderstorm, hair loose, wild, salt-licked and gold, framing her face like a warning shot at every table in the place. She wore a dress made for scandal, white, loose, but cut to show off tan lines, Olympic-grade cleavage, and a waist that made every thought in your head slow to a crawl. On anyone else, it would’ve looked too easy. On her, it was art.

She walked straight to our table, all confidence and just enough sway to remind the world she didn’t compete, she rewrote the rules.

The second Victoria saw her, she went rigid. Shoulders up, back straight, hand squeezing my palm like a lifeline.

Skylar didn’t flinch. She leaned in, glanced at our hands, and grinned wide.

“Am I late?” Skylar asked, voice pure sunshine.

Victoria’s jaw twitched. “No, you’re—”

“Right on time,” I said, cutting it clean, loving the way surprise sizzled between them.

Skylar’s smile widened, a little wicked.

She dropped onto the bench beside Victoria while I moved around, her bare arm brushing Vic’s in the process.

The air at the table went nuclear, three heartbeats, three completely different games, all on the same field.

I shot Victoria a look that said: trust me, lean in, let’s see where this goes.

She didn’t speak.

But her hand, still trapped in mine, didn’t pull away.

Skylar flagged the waiter, ordering some blue concoction that matched her eyes and looked dangerous as hell.

Then she kicked back, let her sundress slip even lower, and waited for us to catch up.

The tension in the booth was sweeter than any drink on the menu.

My plan was working.

It was time to see what happened when you put a queen and a rebel in the same glass and lit the fuse.

***

If you rated tension on a barometer, our booth would’ve blown the glass clean off the side of the Lighthouse.

Victoria’s shoulders curled in, every word measured, every gesture suddenly calculated again. Her fingers hovered by the emerald ring, twisting it like a panic button she couldn’t find the off-switch for.

Skylar, all sun and storm, barely noticed. She let her thigh brush Victoria’s, leaned in over the candlelight, and let her smile do the hard work.

I broke the silence, kept it clean.

“Just so you don’t think I’m staging some random ambush,” I said, eyes on Victoria, “Skylar knows what’s up. I told her about Rush Week, the sponsor play, how Sigma’s going all-in against Theta this year. No secrets at this table.”

Victoria’s chin tilted up, jaw tightening. “Did you also mention that Skylar’s been trying to steal our sponsors for the athletic department since freshman year? The Theta-Sigma rivalry isn’t exactly her business.”

Skylar leaned back, salt-crusted bracelet sliding down her wrist as she tapped her glass with a fingernail. “Oh, babe. The only rivalry I care about is on the scoreboard. Your Greek alphabet soup? Different universe. Tonight’s about something better than letters on a sweatshirt.”

The air between them crackled, not just with rivalry, but with something rawer. Respect, maybe, or the hunger to see what happened when the usual script got trashed.

The waiter brought Skylar her drink, blue as the lagoon and iced to the rim. She took a sip and let the silence stretch just to the breaking point.

“That’s the thing about control,” Skylar said, her tone ditching the sarcasm. “You think it keeps you safe, but most of the time it just cages you in.” She traced a finger through the condensation, slow and deliberate. “Ask me how I know.”

Victoria didn’t look away. “You don’t strike me as someone who ever lost control.”

Skylar laughed, low and real. “You didn’t know me my first two years at GCU. I was a nightmare. Every play, every match, had to go my way. I got off on dominating, never let a partner lead, never trusted the team. My coach benched me for half the season. Said I was talented, but a cancer to the lineup. Unless I learned to let go, I was done.”

She turned the glass in her hands, watching the way the light played through the liquid.

“For a while, I thought she was just power-tripping. But being sidelined? Watching my crew succeed without me?” Skylar shook her head. “It gutted me. I realized, if you want real connection, you have to let someone else take the wheel. Even if it scares the hell out of you.”

Victoria’s posture eased a fraction. Not all the way, but enough to shift the vibe.

“How did you do it?” Victoria asked, her voice softer. “Just…let go?”

Skylar didn’t flinch. “Simple. I found someone I trusted, and let them call the shots. Started small, on the court, in the gym. Gave up the play once, then again, then built tolerance until I could survive it.” She nudged the rings on her own fingers, a nervous tick barely visible. “Turns out, the more you give up, the more you get back. Especially with the right people.”

She glanced at me, then back to Victoria. “So, do you trust West?”

The question landed with the weight of a college final. Out in the open, no safe answer.

Victoria hesitated, but when she looked at me, every mask fell away. “Yes,” she whispered.

Skylar didn’t wait. She stood, dress swinging, as the room tracked her motion. She reached out a hand to Victoria.

“Then let me show you.”

Victoria glanced from the ring to my face, uncertainty flickering, but she took the hand. Her nails dug into Skylar’s palm, more instinct than grace.

Skylar grinned, caught the moment, and tugged her out of the booth, the two of them a hurricane heading for the door.

She tossed a backwards glance. “West, pay up and catch us if you can.”

Victoria paused at the threshold, like she might turn back, but Skylar’s grip was iron, and she followed.

The vision of them, one so open, one so desperate for control, lit up the night more than any campus event ever could.

I peeled a wad of cash from my wallet, covered the tab, and left double for the chaos.

Then I went after them. Two legends, both ready to risk everything for a chance at something new.

The ocean wind was sharp outside, scented with salt and adrenaline.

Tonight, nobody was playing it safe.

Not even me.

***

The drive home was a fever blur, headlights pulsing up the bluff, my mind replaying every glance, every touch from the bar. By the time I hit the house, the cove was pitch black below, the ocean chewing at the rocks and flinging salt into the air.

Skylar and Victoria were already on the deck, the lanterns throwing them into silhouette. Victoria’s hair, wild and golden, looked almost feral in the wind. Skylar leaned at the rail, grinning, solid and confident, more in her zone than I’d ever seen her.

I jogged up the steps, kicked the door open, and motioned the girls inside. Victoria paused at the threshold, taking in the scene.

The house felt different at night, amber lamps glowing in the corners, shadow pooling in every hollow. The open windows let in the crash of waves and the chill of ocean air. Every surface was soft, worn, and real, no artifice, no curation, just texture and warmth. The kitchen smelled like old cedar, coffee, and the memory of last week’s best dinner.

Skylar didn’t waste time. She pulled Victoria by the wrist, bringing her to center stage in the living room.

“First test, trust fall,” Skylar said, all coach. “Turn around, close your eyes, arms loose.”

Victoria balked, posture ramrod straight. “This is…childish.”

Skylar smirked. “That’s the point. It’s not about being perfect. It’s about letting someone else catch you.”

Victoria’s jaw flexed, but she closed her eyes, body rigid as a windflag.

I stepped behind her, hands ready.

“Don’t overthink it,” I said, voice low. “Just fall back.”

She hesitated, wavered, then toppled. Her shoulders stayed locked, but I caught her at the waist, soft and sure.

For a split second, her body melted into mine. I felt the tremble through her core. She righted herself instantly, cheeks flushed, chest heaving like she’d run a sprint.

Skylar clapped, not mocking, but proud. “Again.”

Victoria threw her a glare but did it. The second time, she was looser. The third, she let her head tilt back, hair brushing my shoulder as I caught her.

I could taste her relief in the air.

Skylar nodded. “Not bad. Ready for the next?”

Victoria shot her a look, equal parts challenge and curiosity.

Skylar produced a black silk scarf from nowhere. She dangled it in the light, smirk turned up to eleven.

“Time to see if you can trust with your eyes closed,” she said. “If you can’t, West will know.”

Victoria rolled her eyes, but she let Skylar blindfold her, the fabric tying off at the nape of her neck. For a second, she looked almost like royalty being crowned, but it wasn’t about power anymore.

It was about surrender.

“Your move, West,” Skylar said, stepping back.

I took Victoria’s hand, noting the tremor in her fingers.

“Follow me,” I whispered.

I guided her through the house, slow at first, letting her feet memorize the old pine boards. We went from the kitchen to the main room, then up the wide stairs to the dark hall. She tried to lead a few times, guessing steps, resisting corrections, but I kept her close, letting her lean into my voice, my touch.

At the threshold of my bedroom, I stopped.

The air was thick with ozone, anticipation, the sense that nothing would be the same after this.

Skylar appeared in the doorway, arms crossed, watching Victoria like a coach clocking a top prospect.

I unwound the blindfold, slow, letting her eyes adjust.

Victoria blinked, disoriented.

Skylar moved in beside her, a hand on her shoulder.

“You made it. Now comes the real work,” Skylar said, eyes never leaving me.

Victoria looked lost, undone, and maybe, for the first time since childhood, free.

Skylar guided her to the edge of the bed.

“The last lesson? You don’t do it alone. You need both of us.”

Victoria waited, breath shallow, hands balled in the fabric of her jeans.

I felt the moment teetering, could pull out, play it safe, or dive headfirst.

There was only one move.

I stepped in, cupped Victoria’s cheek, and caught her gaze.

“I’ll guide this,” I promised. “Trust me.”

The relief in her eyes was instant, surprise, gratitude, hunger.

Skylar turned to Victoria, her voice dropping to something intimate but instructional. “The real test is letting go completely, giving West full control and trusting whatever happens.”

She held Victoria’s gaze until understanding flickered there. “No second-guessing, no trying to lead from behind. Just pure surrender.”

Skylar’s eyes locked on mine, and she gave a subtle nod, a signal, electric and silent, that crackled between us.

My cock was already straining, pulsing with need inside my jeans; just the idea of both of them giving in, offering themselves, was enough to make my skin buzz. I let my gaze rake up and down Skylar’s body, drinking her in like I’d been dying of thirst. “Get undressed,” I told her, voice low and rough with hunger.

Skylar didn’t hesitate. The sundress slipped from her shoulders and pooled at her feet—no bra, nothing underneath. Her body was a study in strength, legs ropey and carved, abs tight with definition that caught shadows in the low light. Her breasts defied her athletic build, full, impossibly round, and soft in contrast to her hardened frame. They hung with perfect weight, nipples small and dark against pale areolas, rising and falling with each breath. Even in the dim room, her tan lines cut bright against the rest of her skin, a white bikini outline that accentuated every curve she’d earned and every gift she’d been given.

She stood before me, totally exposed. “Your game, West. Write the rules.”

My head flare sharp with hunger. I pulled her against me and kissed her, tasting salt and adrenaline. She melted into it, opening for me, pressing her chest to mine, letting my hands roam wherever they wanted, hips, ass, breasts, up the line of her spine.

Skylar made no move to direct me. Her only job was to yield, to show Victoria what real surrender looked like.

I worked her over, slow and methodical, never rushing. My hands mapped every inch, squeezing her ass, spreading her open, then turning her to face Victoria.

Skylar glanced at me, all trust.

“Whatever you want,” she said, voice gone husky.

I sat her on the edge of the bed and parted her knees. Her pussy was glistening, lips plush and pink, the line of her clit begging for attention.

I knelt and buried my face there, licking slow and deep, tasting her. Skylar arched, head thrown back, fingers digging into my hair but never steering.

I devoured her, tongue fucking her soft, letting her moans build, then shifting pace to keep her guessing. She quivered, thighs shaking, the flush spreading across her chest.

I fingered her, two inside, thumb circling the sweet spot. She bucked, but still didn’t push for more. She just took it, let herself get lost in the sensation.

“That’s it, West,” Skylar gasped. “Use me. Don’t stop.”

I kept at it, relentless, until she came hard, squirted across my lips, legs trembling. She screamed, unashamed, and clung to my face, riding every wave.

Even Victoria couldn’t fake composure now. She watched, transfixed, lips parted, every old barrier peeled away by the force of what surrender looked like.

I didn’t let Skylar catch her breath. I flipped her on the bed, face down, hips high. I spread her ass and ran my tongue along her hole, making her shiver. She opened for me, unguarded, messy and gorgeous.

I stood, stripped out of my own clothes, and lined up behind her. My cock throbbed, hard as hell, leaking pre. I teased the head between her folds, letting her feel every inch before I slid inside.

Skylar took me in one, slow thrust, pussy gripping, walls spasming, no resistance.

She sobbed into the sheets, gone with want.

I set the rhythm, pounding her, hands digging into her hips, every motion deliberate, calculated to break her a little more.

Each thrust made her arch and cry out. She wasn’t faking, not even a bit.

Victoria’s eyes were huge, breath shallow, a flush high on her cheeks.

I rode Skylar harder, cranked her head back by a fistful of hair, and made her look at Victoria.

“See what it’s like?” I growled low, voice thick.

Skylar’s voice broke. “I love it, West. It’s freedom.”

I slammed into her, angle perfect for her to lose her mind.

She came again, wetter this time, harder than before, drenching my cock and the sheets.

I let her collapse, then rolled her over. She sprawled, limp and satisfied, eyes glazed, chest heaving.

I turned to Victoria.

She was shaking, but not from fear. More anticipation, more hunger.

Skylar, flat on her back, reached for her, willing Victoria to the mattress.

“Your turn to learn,” Skylar whispered.

She handed Victoria the blindfold, but I shook my head.

“No more hiding,” I told her. “Just you, here, now, with us.”

The look Victoria gave me was pure surrender.

Whatever happened next, it was hers.

***

Skylar didn’t pull punches. She rolled to her side, sweat-slick and satisfied, and looked Victoria dead-on.

“Good,” she murmured, voice thick with triumph.

Victoria hovered at the edge, not quite in, not quite out. Her blouse hung loose, buttons trembling between fast breath and the tremor in her hands. The jeans now looked like shackles, one more relic of legacy holding her back from the wild.

I stepped close, hands gentle but firm, and caught her gaze.

“I’ve got you,” I said, the words soft but absolute.

She bit her lip, the teeth marks etching red. “I’ve never let anyone…”

I cut her off with a kiss, nothing savage, just warm and steady. My hands traced her arms, her waist, mapping her body like I was learning a new coastline even though I knew her body better than my own.

I undid the buttons at her throat, slow so she could breathe. Each inch of skin revealed made her shiver, but she didn’t tell me to stop. Her blouse slipped away, baring pale shoulders and a soft lace bra, nothing like her power wardrobe, just beauty unfiltered.

She watched my face, searching for panic, but what she saw was want, and something else. Something safe.

I kissed down her neck, catching the scent of coconut shampoo and adrenaline. My hands ran over her ribs, then unhooked the clasp at her back. The bra joined the blouse on the floor.

Her breasts were smaller than Skylar’s, but not small. Each breast tipped with flushed, rose-pink nipples already standing hard in the cool air. She covered herself on instinct, but I guided her arms down, kissing each knuckle as if to remind her she was allowed to surrender.

Next, the jeans. She tried to resist, so I popped the button and let gravity do the work, peeling them slow, exposing the simple black panties trimmed in silk. Her thighs were trembling, not from cold, but tension.

I dropped to my knees and kissed her hip, her stomach, then the hidden skin where thigh met mound. She gasped, voice caught in her chest.

I hooked her panties and drew them to her ankles, slow enough for her to feel every loss. Inch by inch, legacy slipped away, leaving only Victoria, bare and blinking in the low light.

She stood before me, naked except for the emerald ring. She fumbled to take it off, but I stilled her hand.

“Keep it,” I ordered, voice rough. “Tonight, you get to be the legend and the woman. My woman.”

She almost cried. Instead, she knelt, as I guided her, first to the edge of the bed, then onto her knees, back straight.

I brushed the hair from her face, then kissed her lips, careful and patient. She melted, shoulders slumping as the tension finally bled out.

I eased her onto the mattress, belly-down, then up on all fours. Her ass was high, pert and round, skin flawless, curves begging for touch.

I ran two fingers from her nape, down her spine, to the sweet dip above her cheeks. She shivered, so I did it again, slower.

Then I took a fistful of her hair and drew her head back, making her arch.

“Let go,” I told her, low and hungry.

Skylar watched, sprawled on the sheets, eyes dark with approval.

I slid two fingers inside Victoria, she was slick already, her pussy clenching like she’d been waiting for this since nightfall. I circled her clit, made her whimper, then lined up behind her.

I dragged the head of my cock along her folds, teasing, letting her shake with anticipation.

“Please,” Victoria whispered, utterly destroyed.

I fucked her in one smooth, deep thrust. She gasped, arms buckling, hips jerking back to meet me.

I gave her what she never got from a meeting or a championship: total surrender.

Each thrust became its own force of nature: deliberate, unhurried, yet so heavy with intent that it felt like I was carving out new space inside her, rewriting the boundaries of what she thought she could withstand. Victoria’s pussy clamped down with desperate, exquisite pressure, every squeeze an involuntary confession about how badly she needed this. She said my name at first like she was still in control, the “West” bitten off, almost a warning. But I felt it in her body as she lost the thread, her voice cracking, then tumbling out in sobs, the syllables dissolving into sound.

I didn’t let up. I wanted to see her unravel, to watch the last of her composure erode until nothing was left but bare want. My hands locked around her hips, fingers digging deep into the soft flesh above her ass, anchoring her as I pounded into her with a rhythm that was unrelenting and precise. Every time my pelvis smacked against her, I could see the tremor run through her back, her shoulders, her neck. She clawed at the sheets, knuckles whitening, trying to find something solid as her body trembled on the edge.

Skylar was watching, propped on her hip, eyes dark and focused, a small half-smile curving her lips. She leaned in, close enough that her breath stirred the hair at Victoria’s temple, and reached out to cup her cheek. The touch was gentle, almost tender, but the words she murmured into Victoria’s ear were a dare: “Let go, Victoria. Trust him to take you there.”

Victoria gave a ragged noise, half sob, half laugh, and then she broke.

There’s no polite word for the way her body exploded beneath me. I felt her pussy clamp down like a vice, the wet heat of her already slick cunt going tighter, impossibly tighter. It triggered something primal in me, a need to conquer every inch of her, to fuck her through whatever came next. I drove into her, hard and deep, relentless, letting each thrust push her further under. She shrieked, high and hoarse, the sound echoing off the bare walls, so loud I was sure my neighbors would call the goddamn cops. Her entire body seized, legs locking up, toes curling, and then she came in a series of convulsions that left her gasping for air.

She reached back for me, arm trembling, trying to pull me in even deeper. “Oh god, West! Baby, don’t stop—don’t stop—“ The words were barely intelligible. I could feel her coming apart, the pulsing around my cock drawing even more from me, and I almost lost it right then. But I held back, biting down on my own need, riding her through the aftershocks as her body fluttered and jerked with every passing spasm.

When the last wave hit, Victoria collapsed, literally slumped, face pressed to the sheets, hair a wild halo around her. Her back heaved with every breath, skin glowing with sweat, the whole length of her shivering as if the orgasm had reset every nerve ending in her body. I slowed my pace, easing out, but kept my hands on her, holding her steady while she tried to remember where and who she was.

Skylar stroked Victoria’s face, her own eyes shining with fierce satisfaction. She leaned in and kissed the tip of Victoria’s nose, then whispered praise and encouragement, the words soft but laced with the same steel as her touch. Victoria turned her head, dazed and pink-cheeked, to look at Skylar, and the exchange between them was electric, a silent acknowledgment that something fundamental had shifted.

I wasn’t finished.

Skylar rolled to her back, legs spread. She beckoned me, voice gone rough.

“Me, now. Show her what it means.”

I didn’t hesitate. Not for a second. I reached for Victoria, still trembling in the aftershocks of her own undoing, and pulled her against Skylar, tight, two bodies and one pulse, soft and electric and desperate for contact. Victoria melted into her, unsure at first, but Skylar reached up and guided her the rest of the way, fingers threading Victoria’s hair and holding her in place with a command that was gentle and absolute.

I slid back into Skylar. The slick heat of her, the way her entire body seemed to pulse and flex to surround me, made my vision tilt at the edges. She planted her feet and locked her thighs around my hips, anchoring me to her with muscle and intent. There was nothing passive about Skylar’s submission; it was wild, kinetic, a dare and a demand rolled into one. She lifted her ass off the mattress with every thrust, forcing us together deeper, harder, like she wanted to fuse at the seam.

Victoria watched, wide-eyed, lips parted, a flush working its way down her chest and across her breasts. She pressed against Skylar from behind, arms winding around her waist, and the effect was insane: Skylar’s back arched, her tits thrust up and out, nipples pebble-hard and begging for my hands. I grabbed both, rough and greedy, thumbs grazing over the buds until Skylar moaned, louder now, less a sound and more a warning.

Skylar turned her head and caught Victoria’s mouth with her own. The kiss was messy, all teeth and tongue, the wet sounds of it mixing with the slap of my hips against her ass. Skylar broke away first, dragging in air, then turned and fixed Victoria with a look so hot it threatened to incinerate the duvet. “He’s going to ruin me,” she whispered, then louder, “He’s going to ruin you, too.”

Victoria didn’t argue. She just closed her eyes and let her head fall to Skylar’s shoulder, her breath coming in short, shaky bursts.

I hammered into Skylar, chasing the edge, wanting to hold out and knowing it was futile. Her pussy grasped at me like a fist, spasming as she came again, I realized, because the girl was greedy, relentless, insatiable. Her whole body locked up, every muscle seizing, then she went boneless, arms falling open as she sagged into the mattress.

But her legs didn’t let go. She dragged me with her, locking my cock deep inside, the pressure exquisite, a dozen shades of agony and bliss. She reached up, grabbed the back of my neck, and pulled me down until our faces were flush.

“Don’t hold back,” she said, and the look in her eyes was feral.

I lost it. The orgasm ripped through me, a whiteout so total it felt like dying. I poured myself into her, every spasm wringing more out than I thought I had to give. Skylar’s hands fisted in my hair, her mouth at my ear, and she bit down on my earlobe, the pain sharp enough to anchor me in my own skin.

When it finally eased, I collapsed beside her, the three of us tangled in a braid of limbs and breathless laughter. The air in the room was thick, humid, charged with the energy of something that had finally, finally broken free.

But it wasn’t over. Because Victoria, who had been quiet, watching, processing the chaos, let out a long, shuddering sigh and rolled to face me.

She touched my face with fingertips still trembling from before, and I caught her hand, kissing the palm, then the inside of her wrist, feeling that perfect, racing pulse. “You’re not done, are you?” I asked, the words more breath than voice.

She shook her head, a smile just twitching at the corners of her mouth. “I want to see everything,” she said, “I want to feel it all.”

Skylar, not to be outdone, rolled onto her side and spooned Victoria, one arm draped across her body, hand flat to her stomach. “You heard the lady,” she said, voice low and thick. “Let’s give her a show.”

I kissed Victoria, slow and deep, savoring the taste of her tongue, the bite of her teeth. Then I shifted her onto her back, hair fanned over the pillow, pale shoulders glowing in the bar of moonlight from the window. Skylar propped herself up on one elbow, watching, a look of pure satisfaction on her face.

I ran my hands down Victoria’s body, taking my time, reacquainting myself with every inch. I kissed her throat, her collarbone, the soft swell of her breasts. I took one nipple in my mouth, rolling it between my lips, then biting gently until she gasped. Her hands came up to tangle in my hair, holding me there, as if afraid I might vanish.

I traced her ribs, her stomach, felt the flutter in her core. I kissed the soft skin at her waist, then lower, nipping at her hip, her thigh. Victoria squirmed under me, her knees drawing up, her body desperate for friction.

Skylar’s hand slid between Victoria’s legs, fingers gentle and knowing. “She’s soaked,” Skylar said, like it was a secret only they shared. “She wants you so fucking bad.”

I settled between Victoria’s thighs, spreading her open, and licked a slow stripe from base to tip, tasting salt and sweetness. Victoria cried out, hips bucking, clutching the sheets. I took my time, working her with tongue and lips until she was shaking again.

Skylar watched, eyes glazed, one hand toying absently with her own breast. “Take her,” she whispered. “She needs all of you.”

I rose up, positioning myself over Victoria. Her eyes met mine, completely surrendered, walls finally down. When I pushed inside her, she gasped, arms wrapping around my back, pulling me deeper. I moved slowly at first, then with building intensity as her body opened completely to mine.

“Yes,” she breathed against my ear, “don’t stop.”

The sensation of Victoria’s body welcoming me was so overwhelming it stripped away everything, my thoughts, my pride, my need for control. I forgot about Skylar’s hungry eyes watching, about the moonlit room and even the rivalry that had brought us here. There was only the press and thrum of Victoria’s heat around me, the velvet vice of her cunt drawing me in and pulling me under until I wasn’t sure where I ended and she began. With every thrust, I could feel her unraveling; it was in the catch of her breath, the rising pitch of her cries, the way her nails dug crescents into my back as if she needed to anchor herself to this reality or else she’d be lost at sea. I was lost with her, each time I drove deeper, the edge drew closer, a sensation so sharp it bordered on pain.

And when it finally hit, it was total annihilation. The pleasure gathered and detonated behind my eyes, a white-hot pulse that left me shaking as I lost myself inside her. It was as if the orgasm belonged to both of us, a tidal surge that crashed in her body and echoed through mine, every muscle tensing then dissolving in ecstatic surrender. Victoria arched up to meet me, her face an open wound of need and joy, and then she shattered. I felt the moment it happened, her inner muscles clamped down, a vise grip that milked me for everything I had, and her body went rigid beneath me, her breath coming in a long, unbroken scream. She screamed my name, or maybe just sound, pure sound, the kind you make when your whole self is thrown wide open and there’s nothing left to protect.

I wasn’t sure how long it lasted. Seconds, maybe forever. I kept fucking her through it, wanting to give her all of it, every ounce of sensation, every last drop of me, until her voice was raw and her body finally gave up and collapsed under mine. My own release tore through me like an aftershock, more pleasure than I thought was survivable, blinding and sweet and final. I let myself pour out into her, pulse after pulse, until I was empty.

For a long moment, there was only breathing, hot and heavy, the three of us panting, sweating, strung out and delirious. I felt Victoria’s heart hammering in her chest, syncing up with mine, and the soft weight of Skylar’s hand stroking the back of my neck, grounding me. There was a kind of peace in the aftermath, a floaty, hazy bliss that made me want to laugh and cry at the same time. I finally rolled to the side, careful not to crush Victoria, and pulled her into me, her head tucked under my chin. She was boneless, limp, her hair a wild tangle, her skin sticky and glowing and perfect.

Skylar draped herself over us both, her arms wrapping Victoria from behind, her leg thrown possessively across my hip. She pressed her lips to the curve of Victoria’s shoulder, then to my jaw, and the contact was electric, soft and fierce at the same time. We were a knot of bodies and sweat and satisfaction, the room thick with the scent of sex and something deeper, a sense that something real had shifted between us.

I looked down and saw Victoria’s fingers curled around my wrist, holding tight, her knuckles pale. The emerald ring on her hand caught a glint of moonlight, the only artifact left of the girl who’d walked in here trying to hold it all together. Now she was undone, remade, and in her eyes was a wild, grateful light that made my chest ache.

We lay there, the three of us, bodies overlapping, the sheets a mess, the air alive with the aftermath.

All the competition, all the games, gone.

Just three bodies, learning how to trust.

For the first time, I felt Victoria’s touch not as a challenge, but a gift.

And the drift that followed had all the quiet of an ocean at nightfall, hungry, endless, and perfectly at peace.

***

Time stopped, after.

Moonlight bled through the glass, coating the bed in silver. The rest of the cliff house was silent, just the hush of the ocean and the slow tick of my own heartbeat.

Victoria draped herself across my chest, tangled in sweat and satisfaction. Her hand moved in slow loops, drawing invisible patterns over my skin. Every so often, the emerald flashed in the low light, less heavy now, just a sharp accent, not a shackle.

Skylar molded to my other side, one leg thrown over mine, her body warm and unhurried. For the first time since I’d known either of them, the oxygen in the room was pure. Nobody was hustling, nobody controlling the narrative. Just three people, sunk deep into the aftermath.

Victoria spoke first, voice low and honest.

“I understand now,” she murmured, lifting her hand so the emerald caught a moonbeam. “Control isn’t about forcing outcomes. It’s about making space for possibilities.”

The words sounded simple, but the weight behind them was unreal.

Skylar rubbed her cheek against my arm, almost catlike, and grinned at Victoria.

“Told you,” Skylar said. “This is the trick. Not just for trust-falls or power games in bed. Let your sisters surprise you. Let the story write itself, that’s when legends happen.”

Victoria turned the ring, thoughtful. “Even with Rush Week?”

“Especially with Rush Week,” Skylar replied. “If you keep scripting every second, you miss the wild moves. The way your girls step up, the way rivals can become more than rivals.”

I watched them, drinking it in.

Victoria’s eyes weren’t plotting. They were soft, calm, the look you only get when you’re no longer performing for the camera.

Victoria pressed herself up against me, her cheek nuzzled into my chest, her warmth soaking straight through to the bone. She didn’t let herself stop there; she reached for Skylar’s hand, threading her delicate fingers through, and drew her into the mess of our limbs. Skin slid against skin, a living knot of heat, every sensation magnified, the three of us flush and tangled together, no space left between us.

“I’m going to try,” Victoria promised, the words fragile but fiercely meant.

Skylar squeezed her hand. “That’s all anybody can do.”

We lay there, the three of us, a legend rebuilt from scratch. Skylar’s head on my shoulder, Victoria’s palm spread over my heart, everything that happened before, rivalry, legacy, drama, shrunk to something manageable.

They both wore marks of our night: Skylar’s bruises, still faint, Victoria’s cheeks flushed, the emerald sparkling, not as burden, but as proof she could carry her story and rewrite it at the same time.

Nothing about the moment felt temporary. It was peace, earned and honest and sticky in the best way.

After a while, Skylar’s breathing slowed, drifting toward sleep. Victoria’s touch never left my chest; her gaze got heavy, eyelids drooping.

I kissed the top of both their heads, pulled the sheets higher, and let myself slip under with them.

For the first time in forever, I didn’t care what came next.

The legend could wait until morning.

Tonight, we were free.


Apologies Only Work in Person


Inursed a Guinness on the back porch, Pacific wind smacking my face like a cold shower, waiting for the last gold light to drain out of the sky.

Tonight was supposed to be the “date.” The one I had pitched to Sam, a fresh start, a reset, maybe something legendary. But as the minutes piled up, doubt crept in around the edges. Sam was never late for anything, not unless she was working up the courage to face a firing squad.

She’d texted exactly once: “Be there at 6. Wear something that makes your eyes look dangerous.”

Right. Like I ever dressed up for anyone.

The sun was bailing on the horizon, streaking the cove with punch-drunk bands of orange and hot pink. Down below, waves smacked the rocks with a rhythm older than any campus rivalry. I fiddled with the camera, loading and unloading the battery, letting the click and slide keep my hands busy.

That’s when I caught the sound: heels, not practical, not in this sand, clacking across my deck like a warning shot. And then she was there in the doorway, framed in sunset, a vision in sapphire.

Sam had chosen a sundress that looked half painted on, the blue so intense it rivaled her eyes. It hugged her waist, flared over her ass, and showed off more tanned leg than was fair for a girl who could break you in half with nothing but a glance. Hair was down, rich chestnut in loose waves, the kind you wanted to fist your hands in. Sam didn’t bother with the full glam, just a swipe of mascara, maybe a little lip gloss, and the rest was pure, raw confidence.

Except tonight, the confidence was wrinkled, the edges pinched in tight.

She stopped behind me, less than a foot away, but didn’t do the usual. No leap, no attack hug, no routine to force me into her gravity. She just hovered, uncertain, hands twisting in the skirt of her sundress.

For a full thirty seconds, neither of us said a word.

The ocean filled the silence.

I let her wait.

Sam moved up beside me, heels sinking into the deck boards. She braced her hands on the rail, knuckles gone pale, and watched the surf.

When she spoke, her voice was ten shades softer than I remembered.

“I’m sorry,” Sam said. “I know I fucked up, and if I could do it over again, I would. I don’t regret the kiss, but I regret the manipulation behind it.”

The words hung there, heavy as anchor chain. She stared at the horizon, jaw clamped, eyes blinking hard.

I let the wind work on her for a moment longer before I answered.

“You’re better then that,” I said. “That wasn’t the Sam who apologized to me my first day at GCU, that was high school Sam, the girl who ditched me for the next best thing.”

She winced, shoulders hunching in on themselves.

“It was supposed to be fun,” Sam whispered, eyes shining. “Make people talk, put Theta Pi in the headlines. But when I saw Victoria’s face, your face, after… I felt sick.”

I shifted in the big deck chair, the thick cushions swallowing me as I angled my body toward her, one arm stretched across its wide back like a barrier between her and escape.

“What were you hoping would happen?” I asked.

She let out a brittle laugh. “Maybe deep down, I wanted to prove you could be claimed. That I could claim you, even for a second, and break Victoria’s hold on you. But it blew up. I looked at the photos after and I didn’t even recognize myself.”

The sunset burned the edge of her hair, painting her in gold. For once, Sam looked less like a conquering queen and more like a girl who’d stumbled into battle and wasn’t sure she’d survive the aftermath.

“I watched you walk away,” she said. “And it felt just like when we broke up before college. Like I’d lost you all over again.”

A crack in the voice, a slip. Real tears, not the kind you faked for the camera.

I didn’t let her keep slipping.

I hooked her by the waist and pulled her into my lap, not rough, but not gentle either.

Sam folded against me like a homesick kid, her shoulders shaking as the tears broke loose. She buried her face in my shirt, breathing me in. For a while, neither of us tried to fill the silence.

When she went still, I put a hand beneath her chin and lifted her face until she had to look at me.

“At the stadium, you know what I saw?” I said. “For a split second, it wasn’t the woman who made Theta Pi legendary. It was the Sam who broke my heart, the girl who used people for the thrill of it. I hated that feeling.”

Her eyes searched mine, desperate, raw.

“But then I remembered the nights we spent on the beach, the girl who’d stay up all night just to argue about stupid TV shows, the one who drove two hours to see me when I was sick. That Sam, the real one, she’s the one I care about.”

She tried to smile through the tears. “Both Sams are me. I can’t always turn the ambition off. Especially not around Victoria. She brings it out in me.”

I nodded. “That’s not a crime. But you gotta own it.”

Sam blinked, tears sliding down her cheeks in silent defeat.

“It’s not fair to you. I know you hate the drama. I swear, I’ll do better. I’ll even apologize to Victoria. Just tell me you believe that I’m not always the villain in this story.”

I kissed her, soft at first, then hard enough to make a point.

“Sam, what am I going to do with you?” I murmured.

She sniffled, voice barely a whisper. “Love me? Even though I’m a handful?”

I grinned, letting my thumb wipe away her tears.

“You’re not a handful,” I said. “You’re a hurricane. But I signed up for the weather.”

She laughed at that, wet and messy, curling tighter into my arms. “I love you, West. Always have. Even if I’ll always be a little crazy.”

I squeezed her, letting the truth of the moment bite in deep.

“Promise?” I said.

“Double promise,” she shot back, the words half-muffled in my shirt.

We sat like that while the last of the sunset faded, the air picking up a chill and the waves below hammering the rocks just for us. Sam’s tears left a cool patch on my collar, but I didn’t mind. If anything, it felt like a badge of something finally, finally honest.

She helped me up, untangling herself, and smoothed the skirt of her dress with trembling hands.

“Do I look like a girl who just ugly-cried for her boyfriend?” she joked, trying to reset the vibe.

I eyed her up and down, running a hand over her hip.

“You look like goddess-tier sex appeal. But the mascara streak? It’s a power move.”

She punched my arm, all teeth and laughter now. “Keep it up and you’ll see what happens.”

I folded her in for a quick kiss, then reached for the keys on the grill. “Got reservations up the coast. Beachside bistro, killer view.”

Sam’s eyes sparkled. “You’re actually taking me out in public? Aren’t you worried I’ll cause a scene?”

“I live dangerously,” I said.

She started to answer, but the sound at the front door cut her off. Not the tentative rap of someone hoping you weren’t home, but three quick knocks, a scuff, and then a shout:

“Surprise!”

Sam and I spun at the same time, both stunned as a shadow darted through the entry hall.

Sadie Donovan, my kid sister, wearing an evil grin, hauled an overnight bag bigger than her entire college wardrobe. She barreled through the kitchen, cackling with glee, and nearly tackled me off my feet.

If a human cannonball could be genetically engineered for maximum mischief, that was Sadie.

I caught her mid-launch, spun her once, and set her down just as she squealed my name to rattle the windows.

“Miss me?” Sadie said, hair a mess, face split with a hundred-watt smile.

I hugged her tight, all the old aches and bruises forgotten. “More than you could imagine, Sades. But what the hell are you doing here?”

“I got your birthday present,” she said and held up the necklace. “I wanted to come thank you myself. Besides, I missed you and wanted to see what I’m getting myself into next year.”

She let go, breathless, then eyed Sam with the kind of skepticism you usually reserved for guys selling bitcoin in the quad.

“Well, shit,” Sadie said. “Who invited the Queen of Mean?”

Sam’s expression went from high-watt sunshine to panicked freeze in ten seconds flat.

“Hi Sades,” Sam managed, waving a little, like maybe if she acted cute, she’d avoid being shanked.

Sadie folded her arms. “You’re letting her back into your life, aren’t you? Are you a masochist? Or just incapable of learning from your own mistakes?”

I shrugged, trying to play it cool, but Sam’s body tensed like a bowstring.

“She’s changed,” I said. “We talked. She’s not the same girl you remember from high school.”

Sam edged away from the kitchen island. “If you want, I can bail. I get it. This is family night.”

Sadie snorted. “Please. Nobody bails on their own drama. You started this, you sit for the full season.”

I pinched Sadie’s side and she yelped, nearly tripping over her own bag.

“Fine,” she said, glaring at me. “But if she cracks your heart again, I get to say ‘I told you so’ and then key her car.”

Sam looked like she had a comeback, but fumbled for it, swallowing instead.

I grinned at the pair of them, feeling like a ref at the world’s weirdest sport.

“Dinner’s still on,” I declared. “And if you both behave, I’ll let you take embarrassing photos of me for the family text chain.”

Sadie perked up. “We’re going to the bistro on the bluff? I stalked their menu online. If you don’t order the garlic shrimp, you’re dead to me.”

Sam let out a shaky laugh. “You’re exactly how I remember you, Sades.”

Sadie eyed her, a smirk on her lips but the edge already softening. “Just don’t get too comfortable. Trust takes time.”

I grabbed my jacket and herded them towards the door, Sam’s hand at my back and Sadie’s grip on my arm.

The sun was gone, but the air buzzed with possibility. For the first time all week, it didn’t feel like I was managing a rivalry.

It felt like the start of a new story.

And judging by the look on my sister’s face, it was going to be a wild one.

***

The drive up the coast was vintage Donovan chaos. I piloted us north with the top down, salt in the air, and the “best sibling playlist ever” blasting from Sadie’s phone. She ran it like a dictator: no skips unless you could recite the next verse of whatever was playing. Sam tried to bribe me for pop-punk, but Sadie was immune to cheer captain tactics, being one herself.

By the time we pulled into the bistro lot, we were three songs deep into Sadie’s birthday medley. She let the last notes linger, then hopped out, her overnight bag clutched like a golden ticket.

I caught her in a hug, lifting her clean off the pavement and spinning her until she squealed.

“Eighteen looks good on you,” I told her, setting her down with a jolt.

She grinned, cheeks red from the wind or maybe the attention. “Did you get my text? The necklace is perfect. I almost cried, but I had a reputation to protect.”

Sam trailed a step behind, her curves filling out the blue sundress so perfectly that even the valet looked stunned. But Sadie only had eyes for the sibling reunion. She linked arms with me, shooting Sam a look that could freeze lava.

Inside, the bistro had gone full beach-vacation for the night: flickering tea lights, white linen, wall of windows framing sunset surf. The host tried to play it snooty, but Sadie gave him the “I want to speak to your manager” glare and we were seated by the water in under a minute.

Sam and Sadie both claimed the inside seat on the booth. Neither moved.

I slid in next to them, taking the middle and pretending not to notice the silent war happening over my knees.

While we checked the menus, Sadie went straight for the jugular.

“So. Do you guys want to skip the appetizers and get to the part where we talk about how Sam shattered your heart senior year, abandoned you for the party life, then expected you to forget about it when she came crawling back?”

Sam flinched. “Wow, Sades. Way to set the mood.”

Sadie shrugged, eyes narrowed. “I’m just making sure my big brother doesn’t get railroaded again. You taught me to be direct, remember?”

Sam held up both hands. “Okay, fair. I earned that. But I’m here now. And yeah, I screwed up.”

The waiter arrived; we ordered quickly. Sadie wanted the shrimp, I went with steak and mashed, and Sam picked the bistro burger, extra crispy fries.

As soon as the coast was clear, Sam put her game face on.

She angled toward Sadie, voice lower, less cheer and more confession. “I was your mentor for two years. You saw how I was, driven, sometimes ruthless. That year, the summer before college, everything in my life was changing. I panicked. I thought if I stayed with West, I’d miss out. The parties, the status, the campus crazy. I convinced myself stepping away was mature.”

Sadie pursed her lips, considering.

“And then, when I saw how much it hurt him, I doubled down on pretending it was just what had to happen,” Sam continued. “I didn’t reach out, didn’t apologize. That part was cruel, and I’m sorry.”

Sadie’s snark started to fizzle. “You broke his heart. I had to watch it.”

Sam nodded, the words honest, her eyes locked on Sadie’s. “I know. I regret it. I also know that being sorry isn’t worth much. I have to prove it, not just say it.”

For a second, nobody spoke.

Sadie sipped her Coke, then set it down with a thump. “Why now? Why come back for him?”

Sam didn’t flinch. “Because I couldn’t stop thinking about him. Because every time I was with some ‘legend’ campus guy, I compared him to West and they always lost. Every time. I realized I’d thrown away something real for nothing at all.”

Sadie nodded, an edge of respect curving her lips. “You admit you fucked up. That’s a start.”

The appetizers arrived, garlic shrimp and calamari. I let the girls pick it apart, watching the vibe shift from Cold War to cautious ceasefire. By the time the mains landed, Sadie was actually listening, and Sam was in full mentorship mode, swapping stories about the politics of cheer, how to survive first-year seminars, and the “secret handshake” every campus queen learned by her second semester.

Midway through dessert, Sadie delivered her verdict.

“Look, I still don’t totally trust you,” she said, spearing a hunk of chocolate mousse, “but I was a lot. And I watched how you ran the squad. You made everybody better. So if you want another chance, fine. But if you break him again, I will destroy you. Not even kidding.”

Sam saluted with her spoon. “Deal.”

I just soaked in the peace summit, letting the sugar and the sound of their voices fill the cracks inside me.

On the drive back, Sadie sang out the window, belting “Sweet Caroline” loud enough to scare the sea lions. Sam squeezed my hand, eyes wet but smiling. For once, it didn’t feel like I was stuck between two warring queens. It felt like I belonged.

Back at the cliff house, Sam slipped into the kitchen to open a bottle of wine while Sadie and I hit the deck. The moon was out, full and bright, painting the Pacific in silver streaks.

Sadie curled up on the porch swing, eyes wide and hungry for the gossip.

Sam brought out the wine, three glasses, and poured like a professional.

What happened next was pure harem magic.

Sam turned to Sadie, her voice sincere. “Tomorrow night is the last Rush Week event. Big deal for the chapter, every PNM gets invited, tons of content, the works. I want you there. As my personal guest.”

Sadie blinked, caught off guard. “To…Rush? I’m not even a college freshman yet.”

Sam beamed. “Doesn’t matter. You get the VIP tour. Meet the sisters, see how it runs, decide if it’s your style. It’s a sneak preview for when you’re a real Theta Pi next year.”

Sadie looked to me, surprise battling delight.

I nodded. “She means it, Sades. Live a little.”

Sadie’s lips curled up into a slow, dangerous smile. “Hell yes. But only if Sam attempts the limbo with me at the party. Full exposure to the consequences of her own choices.”

Sam laughed, the sound light and real. “It’s a deal. And if we both wipe out, you owe me a week’s worth of text support when my thighs regret their life choices.”

We raised our glasses, sealing the pact with the kind of toast only families could pull off.

Sadie leaned into my side, lower lip quivering just a hint.

“Thanks, West. This is the best birthday ever.”

The girls made their goodnights, Sadie dragging her bag to the guest room with one last wave.

After the door clicked shut, it was just me and Sam and the moonlit hush of the porch.

She eyed me, half-daring, half-vulnerable. “Did I pass the test?”

I pulled her into my lap, this time with zero hesitation.

“Legendary,” I whispered.

She melted against me, wine sweet on her breath, the future wide open again.

There were still bruises. Still old wounds.

But tonight, it felt like hope.

And I was ready for it.

***

The second the guest room door clicked closed, the temperature in the house went to a boil.

Sam watched me cross the living room, eyes glued to mine, her old bravado back but with an undertow of hunger I’d only glimpsed when she dropped the walls.

I didn’t ask; I just took her hand and led her down the hall to my room. The surf pounded below, but the only thing I registered was the sound of her breath, shallow and wanting.

Inside, the room was shadowy, just the moon and the ocean, and enough history between us to burn the place down.

She turned at the threshold, hit me with a look that would’ve cracked steel. “Still love me?” she whispered, voice wavering despite the words.

I swept her in, mouth claiming hers, ferocious and alive. She tasted like wine, salt, and the promise of wickedness. The kiss went deep, hot, messy, all tongue and teeth. Her hands snaked under my shirt, raking my abs, desperate to touch bare skin.

I kicked the door shut behind us and tugged her dress down, slow, savoring the slide of fabric over those perfect curves. The blue cotton pooled at her ankles, showing off the body that had haunted me since I was nineteen.

She wore nothing but a pair of black lace panties, barely big enough to qualify, and her nipples stood out through the sheer fabric of her bra. Sam grinned at my reaction, peeling the bra off with a showy arch of her back.

The sight of her tits, full, perfect, tipped with dusky nipples already hard, made my cock twitch painfully in my jeans.

“Like what you see?” she teased, voice a smoky purr.

I didn’t answer. I kissed down her throat, tonguing the hollow, then letting my lips settle over her breast. I sucked the nipple hard, making her gasp and shudder. She clamped her hands in my hair, keeping my mouth right there while her other hand fumbled my belt, working me out of my clothes with pure, frantic energy.

In seconds, she had me naked, my cock standing thick and hard between us. Sam licked her lips, heat scorching her cheeks.

She palmed my length, stroking slow. “God, I missed this. Missed you inside me, baby.”

We tumbled onto the bed, sheets a mess before we even touched them. I rolled her underneath, pinning her wrists above her head.

“Say it again,” I demanded.

She stared up, blue eyes wild. “I love you, West. Always. Even when I hated you, I loved you.”

I kissed her so hard we both lost breath.

She ground her body up against mine, pussy slick and begging for it. My cock pressed against the wet fabric of her panties, and I felt the heat radiating from her.

I took her nipple between my teeth while my hand ripped her panties clean, elastic giving way with a snap. She moaned, thighs flying open, hips chasing the promise of my cock.

I lined up and pushed in, first just the tip, rubbing her clit with the head, watching her head roll back as the tension built.

She reached for my ass, digging her nails in.

“I need you. Now, West, please,” she begged, voice raw.

I thought I was prepared for her. I’d had flashbacks for years, of Sam on top of me in the back seat of my ‘88 Jeep, of sticky summer nights in her old bedroom, of the time we snuck into the school pool at midnight and she rode me on the diving board while giggling like she’d hacked the entire universe. But in reality, nothing prepared me for the feel of her now. Everything was older, heavier, more dangerous, more desperate. Her body was all muscle threaded over curves, skin tanned and golden, her hair wild and sun-bleached, eyes icy blue and locked on mine with a kind of hunger I never saw in high school.

I slid into her in one long, slow thrust, savoring the stretch and the way her pussy gripped me like it had been engineered for exactly this. For a second I nearly lost it; the air itself seemed to compress and explode inside my skull, a whiteout of pleasure that left me gasping into her neck.

She arched against me, legs wound tight around my waist, heels digging into my ass like she was trying to anchor me in the present. Her arms locked around my shoulders, nails biting through skin, and her breath came in little shuddering gasps, half laughter, half moan. She didn’t let me set the rhythm. She owned it. She rolled her hips, controlling the angle and the depth, her every motion calculated to drag the head of my cock over her clit, to make me feel the friction and the heat.

The mattress protested with every movement, a squeak-squeak cadence that was almost comic, except neither of us had room to care. I braced one hand on the headboard, the other on her thigh, and matched her piston for piston, the slapping sound obscene and perfect. Her tits bounced in time, sweat beading at the hollow of her throat and between her breasts, hair fanned out on the pillow like a halo.

Her eyes found mine, smirk curling on her lips. “You know Sadie can probably hear us.”

I almost lost my rhythm. “Guess we better make it worth her while,” I shot back, and dug in deeper, grinding slow and deliberate. She bit her lip, back bowing, and the next sound she made had to register on the Richter scale.

I tried to muffle her with a kiss but it was no use. Every time I thrust, her body tensed, every muscle a live wire, and the energy radiated up through her mouth, her hands, her whole self. She was uncontainable; every attempt to hold her down just made her wilder. She clawed at my back and flipped us, so quick I barely registered the motion before she straddled me, palms planted on my chest, hair falling forward in a curtain.

She rode me with a vengeance, head thrown back, the angle deep and punishing. With every piston she ground her clit hard against me, chasing her own edge with a focus so single-minded it was almost scary. I fought to keep up, hands gripping her hips, guiding her, loving the sight of her tits bouncing with every move, nipples flushed dark and already raw from my mouth.

“Fuck, you’re so deep,” she gasped, voice high and shaky. “I forgot—I forgot how good this is.”

I pulled her down to me, kissing her hard, tongue fighting hers, hands greedy and everywhere, her back, her ass, her thighs, her tits. She felt feverish, her skin sticky and sweet, the taste of salt and wine on her lips.

She started to quake, thighs clamping tight, hands clutching fistfuls of my hair. I could feel her building, wave after wave, the tension in her hips and the frantic little squeaks in her chest. She dragged my hand down and pressed my thumb against her clit, grinding herself on the knot of pressure, and the effect was immediate. She spasmed, bucked, her whole body convulsing as she came, pussy milking my cock so hard it took everything I had not to explode right there.

She didn’t stop. She rode out the aftershocks, still moving, using me for leverage, chasing the next crest. The friction was almost unbearable, pleasure so intense it bordered on pain. I felt myself pulse inside her, balls tightening up, but I held on, wanting to feel her break again.

She went for it. “God, just—don’t stop. Don’t stop, baby, I need it—” She was babbling, almost incoherent, but I knew what she wanted. I flipped her again, slamming her down into the mattress, pinning her wrists above her head with one hand while my cock drove home, over and over, relentless.

She bucked against me, meeting every thrust, her teeth clenched and eyes lit up with that same wild light. “Fuck! Fuck, I’m gonna—”

“Do it,” I whispered. “Let go for me.”

She did. She shattered, screaming into my neck, body locking up and then melting, pussy clenching and fluttering as a second orgasm ripped through her. The sensation tipped me over. I drove in deep, balls tight to her ass, and came so hard I saw stars.

For a moment there was nothing but the thump of blood in my ears and the smell of sweat and sex. I stayed inside her, unwilling to break the connection, her body still twitching around my cock. I kissed her neck, her shoulder, her cheek, gentle now, soft after all the violence of before.

We lay there, tangled, my hand stroking her hair while she caught her breath. Every inch of my skin hummed.

She looked up at me with the kind of smile that made the world feel survivable. “You always did have the best recovery time.”

I grinned, kissing her forehead. “You’re welcome to put it to the test.”

We collapsed together, soaked in sweat, tangled beyond belief.

For a few minutes, neither of us spoke. Just the crash of the surf and the slow return of oxygen to our brains.

Sam traced lazy circles on my chest, her hair splayed over both our bodies, lips ghosting kisses across my jaw.

“I love you,” she whispered, voice thick with the afterglow.

I squeezed her tight. “Love you, too. Even when you’re a lunatic.”

She bit my shoulder, a playful nip. “You love it.”

I did.

Nothing in the world had ever felt so right.

We drifted, warmth leaking through the sheets, both of us content to just be.

Eventually, Sam broke the silence.

“Theta Pi is giving Summer a bid,” she murmured. “She wasn’t even officially rushing and she still got one.”

That snagged my attention. “Summer? You’re serious?”

She rolled her eyes, incredulous. “Every girl in the house fell in love with her. She’s the ultimate sunshine girl, West. Half the chapter wants to marry her. Hell, I want to marry her and probably would if you hadn’t snagged her up first.”

I laughed, imaging Summer’s stunned face. “She’ll say yes. She belongs with you guys.”

Sam grinned, giddy. “She’s going to light that house up like noon on the equator.”

I kissed her again, slow and deep.

We talked about nothing, the best beaches on the coast, campus legends, who would win in a pie-eating contest between Sadie and Lila.

Sleep crept in around the edges, the air heavy with the scent of sweat, sex, and the ocean.

Sam tucked in tighter, her naked body a perfect fit for mine.

Tomorrow would be chaos.

But for tonight, there was only love.

Just us, tangled in the sheets, perfectly at peace.


Deep in Summer


The next morning, I whipped up a quick breakfast for Sam and Sadie, plating everything before the pair even stumbled into the kitchen. Sam whisked Sadie away right after—with promises of a house tour and introductions to all the sisters. That left me blissfully alone, with just enough time to squeeze in a hot shower, a nap, and a full recharge for what had somehow become a thrice weekly tradition with a certain bubbly blonde goddess.

You could always tell when Summer was close by the crunch of tires on gravel, the pop of sun through glass, and the way the air charged up in my chest before she even hit the door.

I sat at my battered desk, coffee half-drained, a folder of edits open on the big monitor. All morning I’d been sorting a rush of stadium shots, Victoria, raw and open; Sam, wild on the sidelines. But none of it got my blood moving like the thought of Summer launching herself through my front door.

The legend of our lunch breaks? It wasn’t just rumor. Four hours of sanctioned freedom every Monday, Wednesday and Friday, sandwiched between morning and afternoon diving practice, and she spent it here, with me. Our own little island, private and real, no cameras unless she wanted them.

I had time to review one more set, her perfect arc off the ten-meter, sunlight painting her curves with every twist. My cock was already half-stirring just thinking about her, hair still wet from the pool, thighs roped with muscle, the kind of body that belonged on a billboard or maybe an Only Fans ultra VIP account.

The moment came: her car, the flip of the ignition, the sound of her shoes on the porch.

Summer didn’t bother knocking anymore. She just walked in, slamming the door behind her with the grace of a crowned queen and the impatience of someone who owned the joint.

“Baby?” she called, voice bright but hungry.

“In here,” I answered, acting like I was still invested in the workflow. But who was I kidding? The instant she called me “baby,” I’d have dropped every deadline on earth.

Summer rounded the corner, and the room snapped into focus.

She wore GCU athletic shorts that hugged her ass like a second skin, and a loose white t-shirt cropped just high enough to flash the shadow of her abs whenever she moved. Even her hair was on brand, pulled up and dripping just a little, the last beads of pool water catching the light. Across her bare shoulders, the practice bag hung heavy, almost comical on someone her size, but she carried it like a trophy.

She didn’t stop to chat. She just tossed the bag on the kitchen counter, kicked off her slides, and gave me a look that was all heat.

“I‘ve got exactly three hours and thirty-seven minutes before Coach expects me back, and I intend to spend all of it on you,” Summer said, blue eyes sparking.

I grinned. “That’s ambitious, even for you.”

She stalked closer, her scent trailing after, a sharp mix of chlorine, coconut, and something wild that was all her.

She straddled my lap before I could stand, grabbing my jaw and kissing me hard, tongues tangling, teeth nicking my lower lip.

This was our ritual: all need, stripped of pretense.

She didn’t ask; she just took.

“Bedroom,” she demanded, voice already thick. “Now.”

I let her drag me down the hall, her fingers laced with mine, grip hard enough to leave marks.

The sun did tricks in the house at this hour. Windows hurled light across the floor, painting the sheets in bands of gold. Out past the glass, the ocean flexed and crashed, but I barely noticed. Everything in me was zeroed in on Summer as she shut the door and pushed me back onto the bed.

Today, she was in no rush. She stood above me, arms crossed, giving me the full once-over, then smiled, a grin that could melt steel.

“I know how much you love watching,” she teased, voice husky and proud. “So watch.”

She started with the t-shirt. First, she peeled it up slow, inch by inch, the hem sliding over her ribs, then catching beneath her breasts. She went even slower, making a meal of it, and the fabric finally surrendered, rolling up and over her head, leaving her in nothing but that killer smile and the black straps of a racing swimsuit. Her skin held the tight glow of sun and sweat, her chest heaving just enough to make the suit dig even deeper into her curves.

She shimmied her shorts down next, hips swaying, fingers hooked in the waistband, thighs flexing like velvet-wrapped steel. The shorts dropped, puddling at her feet. She stepped out, barefoot, muscles in her calves bunching and relaxing with every move. The way the suit hugged her hips could wreck a man for life.

She didn’t tease with words. She just let the silence stretch, every heartbeat making my cock thicken in my shorts, pulse hammering in my ears.

She hooked her thumbs in the sides of the swimsuit, rolling it down her torso, slow enough to make my vision swim. First the top peeled away, breasts falling free, bigger than any diver had a right to, full and proud, nipples pink and tight, quivering just from anticipation. Then the suit crept down her abs, hugging her waist, then over her hips, baring the subtle dip of her navel, and lower, exposing the soft, bare mound between her thighs.

My mouth went dry.

She kicked the suit aside, hands on her hips, and just let me look.

Holy hell. If Playboy was still in print, they’d have killed for a centerfold like this. Every inch of her was perfection: tan lines sharp, muscles defined but smooth, that impossible combination of athlete and pinup that should’ve been illegal. Her thighs were cut and curvy, calves lean, ass so perfect it could make poets weep. And those breasts, bouncing slightly as she moved, nipples hard and begging for my mouth.

I don’t know how long I stared before she climbed onto the bed, crawling up the sheets, her body a golden wave of pure temptation.

The mattress dipped as she straddled my legs, her hands already working at my shirt.

I didn’t bother helping. I just let her take her time, peeling it up and off, fingers mapping every muscle like she was memorizing it for a pop quiz. Then she went after my shorts, never breaking eye contact, the slow roll down my legs punctuated by the brush of her tits against my chest.

She made quick work of my boxers, freeing my cock, which sprang up hard and eager, already leaking for her.

Summer licked her lips, mischief written all over her face.

“God, you always get so hard for me,” she whispered, fingers wrapping around the shaft, stroking slow, deliberate.

She bent and kissed the head, tongue swirling, tasting the pre. Her hair spilled across my stomach as she nestled between my thighs, blue eyes fixed on my reaction.

For a second, I forgot how to breathe.

She took me into her mouth, lips sealing tight, tongue working the underside, bobbing up and down with that perfect rhythm only she had. The suction was intense, a hot, wet vacuum that threatened to pull my soul out through the tip.

Summer didn’t stop there. She used her hand on the base, twisting as her mouth worked the crown, then dropped lower, letting my cock slide between her tits, squeezing them together until I was lost in the heat of her skin. She fucked me with her breasts, then dropped her mouth again, switching back and forth, driving me insane.

She didn’t rush. This wasn’t about ticking boxes. She mouthed my balls, rolling them on her tongue, then traced her way back up the shaft, making me shudder.

Whenever my hips bucked, desperate for release, she’d back off, shooting me a grin.

“Not yet, baby,” she’d whisper. “You’re not getting off that easy. I want you right at the edge.”

It was torture, the best kind. She knew every button, every weakness. She sucked me slow, then fast, then eased off, switching up her grip, letting my cock pop out so she could flick the head with her tongue.

I was slick and wet, balls pulled tight, a drop of sweat sliding down my chest.

She worked me until my thighs trembled, every nerve raw, then, at the last possible second, she pulled her mouth off, kissing down my shaft, nuzzling her cheek against it like she owned it.

She looked up, face flushed, voice smoky.

“I love making you crazy, baby. Love the way you look when you’re about to lose it.”

She squeezed the shaft, stroked me slow, then dropped her mouth again, taking me deep, gagging on purpose so her throat spasmed around me, her eyes watering with pure want.

If I’d been less stubborn, I’d have come right then, but I held on, knuckles white in the sheets, gasps getting rougher.

Summer made it a point to edge me, over and over. She’d build me up with her mouth, work the crown with her thumb, drag her breasts up and down my cock, then stop, letting my body cool just enough before the next assault.

Time dissolved. The world shrank to the slide of skin, the heat of her, the way her tits bulged around my cock, and her blue eyes never leaving my face.

At some point she even flipped me so I was flat on my back, her body sprawled between my thighs, ass in the air, working like it was her life’s calling.

She sucked, stroked, even nipped at the head, tongue flicking so fast it sent shivers straight up my spine.

Every time I thought I was done for, she’d back off. “Not yet,” she’d purr, then start again, slower, deeper, working up until my whole body was shaking.

I was drenched in sweat, high on the sight of her naked body stretched between my legs, the raw hunger in her eyes, the feeling of my cock so close to blowing I could taste it.

She brought me to the precipice again and again, then yanked me back, playing me like a virtuoso, sweat slick beneath the arch of her spine, her mouth never losing its grip.

By the time she finally paused, easing off to kneel above me, face flushed and lips shiny with spit and pre, my balls felt like they’d been loaded with dynamite.

She crawled up my body, dragging the head of my cock along her thighs, her slick pussy hovering just out of reach.

She grinned, cocky as hell.

“Ready to beg yet?” Summer teased, voice thick.

I couldn’t even form words. All I could do was grip her hips and hope I survived.

She laughed, dropping a kiss to my lips, then nipping my jaw.

“You always think you’re the king, but in here? In the daylight?” Summer purred. “I own you.”

She knew the truth before I did. Of course she did. If she’d asked, I would’ve crawled for miles, hands and knees shredded, through a field of landmines paved with broken glass, just for her. That was always the story. That’s how deep she was in me. Love was too small a word for the way I felt about Summer Keene.

She pressed her pussy against my cock, lining us up, but refused to let me in, just rocking slick against the shaft, smearing herself over me until I thought I might die.

My head spun.

Never in my life had anyone made me feel so thoroughly devoured.

She sucked my cock again, just for show, then sat up, straddling my abs, tits bouncing as she rode out the tease, blue eyes sparkling, sweat beading at her temple.

At that moment, I realized: whatever else happened this semester, this was the high point, the reason guys like me risked it all for legends like her. She was the fantasy, life’s pinnacle.

Summer Keene, naked and perfect, with my cock in her hands and a smile that knew it had me for keeps.

Three hours and change had never felt so urgent, or so impossible to survive.

I looked up, desperate, and saw her grinning down like a goddess.

That’s when I knew: It was my turn to flip the script.

But in this moment, in the golden blast of daylight and the taste of her still on my lips, all I could do was hold on and let her finish the show.

And what a show it was.

***

Three times she’d gotten me to the edge. Three times she’d milked my cock with lips, tits, and that wicked look of hers, then eased off, denying me the finish like it was an Olympic sport.

There are only so many times a man can beg before he snaps. And in our world, snapping didn’t mean throwing a tantrum, it meant flipping the fucking table and taking charge.

Summer was in full smug mode, straddling my abs, slick pussy dripping on my skin. Her fingers danced lazy strokes on my shaft, her other hand bracing on my chest, golden blonde hair falling wild around her cheeks.

“You look like you’re suffering,” she observed, eyes bright as sky. “Should I go for four?”

I caught her before she could answer her own question.

One clean motion, she was on her back, wrists pinned above her head, body stretched out like a wish I was about to make true.

Her laugh tripped over a gasp. “Oh! Okay, baby. Playtime’s over?”

“Not even close,” I promised, lowering my mouth to her neck, then down to her breasts, taking a nipple between my lips and biting until she arched off the sheets.

She tasted like sun and sweat and maybe a hit of coconut, and every sound she made went straight from my ears to my cock. She squirmed, legs tangling with mine, trying to grind her pussy up for friction, but I held her down, savoring every inch.

Her skin was hot and alive, muscles flexing beneath my hands. I kissed lower, down the line of her abs, licking the salt from her skin, until I found my way to the holy of holies.

Her thighs parted for me without hesitation. She was soaked. Hell, she’d been wet since the second she took off her suit. Just the scent of her was enough to make my head spin.

Summer’s voice got shakier, teasing edged out by anticipation. “You gonna make me scream, West?”

I didn’t answer. I just dove in.

I let my tongue run flat and slow between her folds, then circled the clit with soft, tight flicks until her legs shook. I knew just how she liked it, slow at first, then building, letting the tension wind up until she rattled apart. My fingers joined in, curling inside, finding that secret spot she never admitted she craved but always broke for.

Summer’s hands buried in my hair, tugging, but I didn’t let her lead. This was my tempo, up, down, then pausing, letting her hover right before the crest, then hammering her with tongue and thumb, relentless.

Her thighs clamped my head. She cursed, her whole body rolling off the bed. Sweat slicked her back, freckles popping along her neck, her tits jiggling as she bucked.

“Yes—fuck—don’t stop, don’t you dare—” she begged, nails clawing my scalp.

I didn’t stop. I kept sucking her clit, then plunged my tongue deep, then switched back, fast and tight, until her pussy spasmed around my fingers.

She broke. No composure, no holding back. She screamed my name, and her voice shot up so loud I was pretty sure the seals down in the cove would chime in. Her whole body bowed right off the mattress, one long, violent, perfect arc, and she came so hard she left bruises on my shoulders where her thighs locked around me.

I gave her all of it, lapping up every drop, not letting up until she twisted away, too sensitive, breath gone ragged.

I came up for air, face slick and grinning, and climbed over her, pinning her down with my weight.

Her eyes were glassy, hair fanned everywhere, lips parted with the echo of her own howl.

“Still the king?” I asked.

She laughed, voice hoarse. “God, yes. You may wear the crown for now.”

I lined up and slid inside her, slow, letting her feel every millimeter.

She was molten, already pulsing for me, pussy so wet it felt like drowning in gold.

I set the rhythm, slow at first, deep, grinding, the kind of thrusts that made her head loll back and her hands scrabble for me. She dug her nails into my back, heels hitting the small of my spine, as I fucked her slow and deliberate, letting her feel what she’d done to me.

Every thrust drew a moan, her tits bouncing with the motion, sweat pooling in the valley between them. She kept her eyes on mine, refusing to look away, letting every ounce of feeling show in the way she gripped me, body and soul.

“God, West, you feel so fucking good,” she whispered, voice broken and honest. “Nobody could ever fill me like you.”

I sped up, hips slapping skin on skin, letting the heat build. The room reflected with the wet, dirty sound of our bodies.

But I wasn’t done just yet.

I pulled out, flipped her onto her knees, and let her arch her ass high, head buried in the pillow, hair spilling everywhere.

The view was obscene. Her back flexed, ass perfect, the shimmer of sweat tracing the curve down to her thighs. Her pussy was a mess, red and swollen, leaking with need.

I grabbed her hips and slid back in, driving her forward with each thrust. Her breasts swung beneath her, nipples grazing the sheets, every collision making them bounce. I couldn’t get enough of the sight.

Summer looked back over her shoulder, blue eyes feral.

“Harder,” she demanded. “Hammer me, West. I want to feel it all day.”

I gave her everything. The rhythm was savage, hips smacking her ass, fingers digging into her hips so tight I knew she’d wear my marks to practice. Every time I buried myself deep, she shivered.

Her voice got wild, dirty, edge-of-insane:

“Fill me up, baby, ruin me—fuck, don’t stop, never stop—“

She came again, more guttural this time, her pussy squeezing and fluttering, milking my cock so hard I nearly lost it.

But she wanted more, and so did I.

I yanked her up, flipping her onto her back, then pulled her on top.

She didn’t need coaching. She straddled me, planting her knees on either side, tits bouncing as she lined me up and impaled herself in one smooth, greedy motion.

She worked her hips, a slow, grinding figure-eight, letting my cock drag over every sensitive patch inside her. The view was insanity, her perfect tits bouncing, hair wild, sweat running down her chest, pussy stretched around me like she’d been made for it.

She dropped both hands to my chest, nails raking lines across my skin, delicate at first, then digging in with the deliberate cruelty of a girl who knew exactly how to weaponize pleasure. She leaned forward, her breath hot and ragged, but the words that spilled from her were pure gasoline:

“You want to come in me, don’t you?” Summer purred, tongue flicking at my ear, then biting down on the lobe until I shivered. “You want to empty those gorgeous balls, fill me so deep it leaks out for hours, make sure nobody else ever forgets who fucked me last.”

The way she said it, soft as a secret, filthy as a sin, rewired my brain. I couldn’t process anything but her voice, her heat, and the squeeze of her pussy as she started to move.

She ground down onto me, rolling her hips in slow, grinding circles that made my vision strobe like I’d been flashbanged. Every time she bottomed out, our bodies made this wet, obscene sound, echoing off the windows and probably a dozen feet down the bluff. The bed creaked in protest, battered by the rhythm of her body pistonning up and down with zero fucks given for the world outside. If the neighbors didn’t know my name before, they were learning it now.

Then she changed tactics, planting her feet wide on either side of my hips and coming down on me at a new, murderous angle. Her thighs flexed, calves like coiled spring steel, and for a second I just watched the muscles work, the way her whole body was a machine built for pleasure and the singular purpose of breaking me.

She bounced, faster now, making the whole bed shudder with every move. My cock was buried to the hilt, enveloped by velvet heat, and every time I thought I’d hit the threshold, she’d squeeze down and somehow make it tighter, wetter, hotter.

Her hands ghosted up to her tits, squeezing them together, then letting them bounce in my face. Summer was showing off, totally in control, but underneath it I could tell she was right there with me, riding the razor edge of her own undoing. Sweat splashed from her skin, droplets scattering onto my chest in the sunlight, and every time her nipples grazed my lips I felt her clench, a shockwave running through her body straight to where we were joined.

She leaned down, hair wild, and kissed me, sloppy, lips crashing, teeth on teeth, like we were fighting for the air in each other’s lungs. Then she pulled back and gave me that look, the one that said she knew she had me for life, the one that made me want to hand over the keys to my house, my heart, everything.

She slowed, locking her thighs tight so I was trapped inside, and just ground down, moving her hips in a way that was so perfect it was almost cruel. The friction, the heat, the pressure, my whole body threatened to seize.

Her voice dropped, breathless, barely a whisper:

“I’m close,” she moaned, shuddering. “Come with me. Please, baby. I want to feel it—want you to fill me, now—“

She was shaking, eyes wide, face scrunched in concentration and lust and that weird, beautiful desperation right before the end. She braced her hands on my chest and started fucking me again, but this time she never broke eye contact. We just stared at each other, daring the other to be the first to fall.

The pressure built, wave after wave, my balls so tight it hurt, my brain sparking like a downed powerline. I could feel it in her too, the way her pussy got even wetter, the way her whole body started to tremble, nipples so hard they looked like they might cut glass.

She bounced faster, driving me into the mattress with every thrust, and the sound of her getting off on me, those breathy moans, the sharp little gasps, the way she called out my name like it was a spell, made it impossible to hold back.

We locked up, bodies straining, and then it crashed over us, a seismic, reality-shattering, all-consuming climax.

Summer’s pussy clamped around my cock like a hand, the muscles fluttering and squeezing, milking every drop out of me. She screamed, not words but sounds, as her whole body bowed backward, shaking so hard it looked like she was about to vibrate off the bed. Her orgasm detonated, taking me with it, my cock throbbing, emptying into her, pulsing again and again and again until I was spent.

We didn’t stop. She kept grinding, riding it out, drawing out every last aftershock until I was a raw nerve, until I was sure I’d never recover.

When it finally ebbed, she slumped forward, tits mashing into my chest, sweat and hair plastering us together. For a long minute, the only sound was our breathing, ragged and uneven, hearts beating so fast it felt like a shared cardiac event.

I held her, arms wrapped tight around her back, loving the weight of her pinning me down, the feeling of her still clenching softly around my cock even after the storm had passed. She nuzzled my neck, still shaking, and I kissed her shoulder, tasting the salt on her skin, dizzy with something bigger than just lust.

She giggled, weak and a little bit feral, and kissed my jaw. “I think you broke me,” she whispered, voice high and trembling.

I was too oxygen deprived to answer. All I could do was stroke her hair and kiss her until the world started flickering back into focus.

After a minute, I found my voice.

“If you ever left me for an Olympic coach, I’d die,” I murmured, half joking, half not.

Summer laughed, the sound pure adrenaline and love.

“Not happening,” she whispered, lips dragging over my jaw. “Nobody else gets me like you do, West. Not even close. I love you so much, baby.”

I stroked her back, mapping every freckle, every shiver. “Even if I’m a disaster with Victoria? Or a mess when Sam’s around?”

Her hands trailed down my chest, slow and deliberate. “I get it. I really do. Sometimes I watch you with them, and I want to be jealous. But mostly? I just want to know what it’d feel like to have both of them at once.”

That caught me off guard.

“You want Victoria and Sam?” I asked, not quite sure if she was joking.

She nipped my ear. “I want you, most of all. But the idea of both of them? With us? Yeah, babe, it’s hot as hell. We could be a superteam. All legends, nobody left out.”

A shiver ran through me, equal parts lust and disbelief.

“God, you’re dangerous,” I told her.

She grinned, lazy and satisfied. “Takes one to know one.”

We cuddled in the wreckage of the sheets, Summer’s body plastered to mine, every angle a perfect fit. Her fingers traced random patterns across my ribs, sometimes hitting the fresh bruise she’d just left on my hip.

I kissed her forehead, lips, then the tip of her nose. “You’re perfect.”

She hummed. “Nobody’s perfect. But I love you. All of you. Even the mess.”

The words landed, honest and true. I squeezed her tighter, letting my hands roam wherever they wanted, unafraid now.

Her mouth found mine again, soft and slow, all the wild heat replaced by something deeper, something that felt like forever.

The window had gone full afternoon, light blasting the room, making her hair look like spun gold. The scent of sex, sweat, and chlorine hung heavy, but beneath it all was something sweeter.

We didn’t talk for a while. Just touched, kissed, let the world spin while our bodies recovered.

But even then, I knew: the legend of Summer Keene wasn’t just her dives, or her body, or even the way she could bring me to my knees.

It was the way she made every moment honest.

With her curled across my chest, nothing else mattered.

Not the rivalries, not the harem theories, not even the politics of campus royalty.

Just us, hearts pounding in sync, ready for whatever came next.

And judging by the gleam in her eye, what came next might just break me all over again.

***

Nobody warned me that loving a legend meant there were no off hours. Breaks weren’t for napping, they were for pushing the limits, marking territory, and rewriting the definition of stamina.

We lasted exactly ten minutes before round two hit us. Summer kissed me, soft at first, then molten, her hands running lazy over my abs, her calves bracketing my hips. This time, the vibe was different. Less wrestle, more need. She stroked my cock until it was hard again and just lined me up, sinking down with a whimper that hit lower than my spine.

She fucked me slow, real slow, hips rolling, tongue tracing my neck, moaning into my mouth like every movement wrote a brand new rule.

I let her set the pace. Her pussy was even tighter, slicker than before, the evidence of our first collision smeared everywhere. She rocked back and forth, grinding her clit against me, greedy for friction but savoring every single drag.

The air was thick with sex, sunlight painting her bare back, and the sound of her breath getting ragged as she chased the next high.

When she came, it was softer. She curled into my chest, pussy clenching around my cock, sobbing my name into my skin. She held on through the entire wave, riding every aftershock, milking my cock until I finally lost it too, spilling deep inside, filling her so full it ran back out and dripped onto the sheets.

She laughed, breathless, twisting up to kiss me. “Best study break ever,” Summer said, voice ruined and proud.

We didn’t even bother untangling. I left my cock buried inside her. Sometimes we dozed, sometimes we just kissed or talked, letting time stretch, all the urgency bled out, nothing left but aching honesty.

But the thing about Summer? She was insatiable.

Within half an hour, she was stroking me to life again, giggling when my cock jumped at her touch. This time, she wanted it rough, her words, not mine.

She rolled over and I took her from behind, ass up, face pressed to the mattress, the view so wild my brain short-circuited. I hammered her, hips slapping her ass, fingers digging in, both of us gone with want.

Dirty talk was nonstop. “Fuck me, West, make it messy, god I love how you fill me, yes, just like that—“

Summer came again, explosive, shrieking this time, her whole body locking up, pussy squeezing so hard I almost passed out.

I came right after, buried deep, every pulse spilling inside her until she was panting, hair stuck to her face, both of us painted in sweat and satisfaction.

We collapsed together, a wreckage of limbs and stickiness.

Neither of us moved for an eternity. Not until the phone buzzed on the side table, the silent alarm marking the beginning of the end.

Summer groaned, rolling off the bed, legs shaky. She padded to the bathroom, grabbed a towel, wiped her thighs, but didn’t bother with anything else.

She turned and caught my stare, a line of cum glistening down the inside of her right leg.

“Still hard after all that?” she teased.

I wasn’t, but just the sight of her, wrecked but proud, made me twitch to life all over again.

She laughed, then crouched to pick up her suit. She stepped into it, dragging the damp fabric up her legs, over her hips, and crammed her breasts in one by one, the process pure theater. The suit was so tight nothing escaped; she had to use both hands to get it in place, and even then, a streak of my cum pressed through the blue nylon like an exclamation point.

She caught me staring and winked. “You’re obsessed.”

“With you? Always.”

She crawled onto the bed, straddled my lap, and kissed the taste out of my mouth.

“Promise you’ll come to practice tomorrow? I want new content for the ‘gram.”

I nodded, hands sliding over her bare hips. “Wouldn’t miss it, baby. You, dripping wet, sunlight on your skin? I should be paying you.”

She grinned, licking my jaw. “Sam will be there too. Maybe after practice, we can all… hang out.”

The way she said it, every syllable loaded, made my cock lurch all over again.

“Careful,” I warned. “I might not survive.”

She bit my lip, playful, then shifted off my lap.

“Better start hydrating now, then. Tomorrow could get wild.”

Summer snagged her bag, wriggled into her shorts over the suit—another layer of torment, watching the fabric stretch across her perfect ass—and did a last-minute ponytail in the glass. She checked the mirror, swiped a finger over her eyebrow, then fixed me with a look like a loaded gun.

“Try to get some rest,” she teased. “You’ll need it.”

At the door, she paused, glancing back, eyes bright with secrets.

“Love you, baby.”

“Love you, too, Sunshine,” I said.

She blew me a kiss, then vanished down the hall, the front door snapping shut behind her.

The house was still, but nothing felt calm. The sheets were a disaster, skin sticky, every breath thick with the scent of chlorine and sex. The echo of her laugh, her screams, and every dirty promise lingered in the air.

I flopped back on the bed, staring at the ceiling, wondering how I’d get any work done before tomorrow. My cock ached, my heart hammered, and my brain was already painting pictures of Summer and Sam, wet hair, bare bodies, their hands all over mine.

If there was a hall of fame for campus hookups, this would be the play that made the highlight reel forever.

I drifted for a while, letting the noise of the surf and the memory of her body fill the emptiness.

Tomorrow was a new battle, a new legend.

And I couldn’t fucking wait.


The Queen’s Pool


GCU Aquatic Center was nothing like the dinky high school pool I grew up with. It was a cathedral of sunlight, chlorine, and physics-defying bodies. Even standing outside, with camera bag digging into my hip, I could smell the punch of chemicals and hear the slap of water echoing through the open-air deck. If you were hungover or hiding from the limelight, this place would fry you alive.

I skirted the fence, breezing past the ticket kiosk where a bored student worker barely looked up from his phone. There was no crowd this morning, just a handful of athletes and the ever-present hum of maintenance guys checking the pumps. I cut straight to the deck, scanning for signs of my favorite blonde goddess.

Summer owned the place from a hundred yards out.

She was up on the ten meter, prepping her approach with the focus of someone lighting the Olympic torch. Blue and gold team suit, the kind designed to make men fail math exams, and a windbreaker half-zipped open across her chest, doing absolutely nothing to hide the bounce of her tits. Even from below, you could see the ripple of muscle down her legs, the golden streaks in her hair catching every stray beam of sunshine.

The sun was ruthless, so bright it made every drop of water on her skin pop like liquid gold. That was the magic hour, the deck blasting with reflected light, the surface of the pool a moving mirror, blues and whites and the deep, dark promise of the ocean waiting beyond the glass walls.

Good thing I’d packed every lens I owned.

I set up shop on the far side of the competition pool, camera already out, body angled so I could track the full arc of her dives. With every step, Summer wound herself tighter, bouncing on her toes, calves flexing, arms whipping back for the approach.

I barely breathed. This was her in her element: queen of the sky, queen of the drop. My finger hovered on the shutter, hunting for the split-second that would make the entire feed melt down.

She tore down the platform, three steps, a leap, and, holy hell, the explosion of power as she launched. For a heartbeat, Summer was more sculpture than human, toes in perfect point, arms slicing back as she twisted. Her thighs threatened to shred the spandex, and the flash of her ass in the suit was criminal, honest to god.

She spun midair, two and a half somersaults smashed into less than a second, body a bolt of raw energy.

The landing? That last millisecond, back arched, toes pointed. Then the cleanest entry I’d ever seen, not even a splash. Just a knife cut in water.

I hammered three shots, one at the leap, one mid-spin, and one right as she carved into the blue.

Within seconds, heads turned. Other divers, hell, even the coaching staff, glanced over to see what had stolen the show.

Summer surfaced, smoothing her hair back, water trailing down her shoulders, eyes seeking me out like radar locked on. She grinned, absolutely fucking triumphant, and shot me a thumbs-up. I caught that, too. Pure, unfiltered sunshine.

I checked the display, and the preview was unreal: muscle and grace, the gold of her skin, the slap of light on every flex, one frame where the suit had crept almost indecently high.

She climbed out, water sheeting off her, and for one second, I was sixteen again, the first time I realized she’d never be just Tyler’s little sister.

She strutted back up the ladder, shaking off like a golden retriever, and reset for another pass.

Perfect. I lined up for a new angle, slower this time, letting the anticipation build.

Voices piped up from the adjacent pool, a streak of energy in motion, all drive and attitude.

Sam, cheer captain, yes, but she’d also been a competitive swimmer back in high school. Today, she was eviscerating the water in the next pool over.

If Summer was a bird of prey, Sam was a torpedo. She cut through the water with zero wasted motion, her chestnut hair wound tight in a ponytail, the suit clinging to every ripple of her back and thighs. She hit the wall, did a flip turn so fast it looked like cheating, and exploded off again.

Even from a distance, you could see the power in her arms, the hard slices of muscle that flexed with every pull. Her legs looked longer in the water, thighs and calves a study in controlled violence. Most of the swimmers at the next lane couldn’t keep up with her. By the end of each lap, she was at least a full body length ahead.

Sam surfaced at the far wall, spitting water and laughing, then caught me watching. She grinned, teeth bright, and waved, flipping her hair like a dare.

I didn’t need to be told twice. Between Summer’s dives, I trained the camera on Sam, grabbing candids of her powering through the laps, arms knifing, hands cupped just right. Caught a shot of her mid-breath, jawline clenched, the droplets freckling her face. Another of her at the wall, chest heaving, every curve above the suit line daring the sun not to stare.

Sam noticed me snapping away and rolled her eyes, panting as she kicked off for another set.

Back to the tower, Summer reset, this time going for something even wilder. The degree of difficulty looked insane. She stretched, arching her back, the thin straps of her suit cutting across her traps, then stalked forward, focus so intense it felt surgical.

With a blur of motion, she launched: four full twists, the world spinning, a flash of thigh and a quick glimpse of pure, slick ass. She straightened, locked, and hit the water, sending up a perfect geyser, straight up, no splash.

Even the upper-class divers on deck stopped to clap. Her coach yelled something, proud as hell for once in his miserable life.

I caught every second. The twisty blur, the hard lines of her body, even the flex in her toes as sunlight melted over her skin.

Between dives, she showered off at the side, the beads of water running down her cleavage. She smiled up at me, eyes blue as the pool, then licked her lips, nothing subtle about it. The effect was instant and unfair.

If my cock wasn’t standing at attention, it was damn close.

I circled around the deck, searching for more vantage points. The air loaded with the tang of fresh chlorine, humid and sharp, filled my nose every time I exhaled. It carried the sound, too, the thunder of a dive, the slap of a swim start, the crisp echo of Summer’s laugh as she traded barbs with her teammates.

Between sets, I wandered toward the training pool, camera still primed. Sam was just finishing a sprint, kicking to the surface with a burst. Instead of going right for her break, she glided to the edge where I waited, kneeling for the perfect line.

She leaned up, elbows on the deck, water streaming down her face and pooling around her cleavage.

“Did I make your highlight reel yet, baby?” Sam asked, playful exhaustion in her grin.

I snapped three fast portraits.

“You’re basically campus swimsuit issue,” I said, flipping the screen so she could see.

She squinted at the shot, bum barely in the water, the line of wet skin gleaming down her neck.

“Damn. No wonder half the guys here can’t focus.” She jerked her chin at my board shorts. “And don’t pretend you’re immune, West.”

She had a point. I was half-hard and trying not to show it. I leaned in and caught her lips, just a fast, wet kiss, chlorine and something wild. Her hand shot up, grabbing me by the hair, and we made out for a beat, just long enough to get the girl in the next lane to nearly choke on her own Powerade.

Sam broke away, grinning wicked, breath hot over my face.

“We should probably stop. Unless you want to fuel the campus rumor mill.”

I shrugged, snapping another pic of her grinning like the devil. “I’m just documenting the moment with my girl, right?”

“Asshole,” she laughed, then ducked back underwater, arms slicing clean.

I watched her go, loving the torque in her legs, every ripple under the suit.

Then I hustled back to the main pool, climbing the bleachers for a new angle. The gold glare off the glass was legendary. It painted every inch of Summer in pure fire.

I panned the lens as she mounted the tower for her last dive of the set. This one was all artistry: slow, poised, a twist and a final arch, then straight down, legs together, feet locking the entry. Perfect splash, maybe a millimeter of disturbance.

The camera’s burst mode filled the chip. I got the takeoff, the air time, the way her hair fanned out behind, and finally her body slicing into blue. If there was a shot that could win an award, it was this sequence.

She surfaced, breathless, hair slicked back, cheeks flushed with effort and pride.

I waited poolside as she climbed out. Summer padded over, wet footprints on the marble tile, nipples hard and poking through the suit. She didn’t care who saw, she just owned her body, every muscle primed, golden skin on display.

“You get the money shot, baby?” she asked, voice low as she squeezed water from her hair.

I checked the preview, then angled it so she could see the highlight reel: her midair, back bowed, thighs flexed, suit riding high.

Summer’s eyes widened. “Damn. I look like a superhero.”

“You are,” I whispered, kissing her, quick and greedy.

She laughed, then shivered, eyes darting down at the outline of my cock against wet fabric.

“If we weren’t surrounded by cameras and underclassmen, I’d drag you to the locker room right now and fuck your brains out.”

“Who says we can’t?” I shot back.

That earned me a splash, right to the face, cold water and all. The entire stadium echoed with her giggles.

I let her have the win. For now.

Back at the training pool, Sam was lounging at the edge, arms stretched, hair slicked flat. She caught my approach and smirked, eyes raking over my chest.

“You still playing favorites?” she called out.

I knelt at the edge, kissed her, and this time she didn’t pull away. Even more of the other swimmers watched, a mix of envy and pure entertainment.

“Not a favorite,” I said, “just appreciating world-class beauty from my favorite girls.”

Sam arched out of the water, nearly pulling me in. Our lips mashed hard, a wet, messy exchange that sent my pulse racing.

This was what passed for normal at Golden Coast: sunlight so alive it felt like a drug, girls who could fry your brain with a smile, the legacy of competition fueling every move.

Through the camera, every second felt amplified. The deck glowed, the water caught fire, and even the bruises on Sam’s thighs looked like artwork.

The training period blurred by in a collage of dives, sprints, and stolen kisses. I shot a hundred more photos, most of them gold.

When the whistle finally blew, it was full release, athletes breaking for showers, the clatter of pool gear, the humid air going electric.

I found a spot in the shade, checking my haul: Summer, airborne; Sam, flash of muscle; even one or two of both, sharing a joke at the edge, hair tangled and faces flushed.

The stadium was clearing out, sun inching lower, but the best was yet to come.

Tonight, the three of us had a date with the hot tub.

But that was a new chapter.

Right now? I just wanted to memorize the legend: my girls glistening in the golden hour, sweat and chlorine, and the burn of lips that promised nothing but more.

Perfection, documented.

And nothing else in the world even came close.

***

We bailed on the locker rooms and headed straight for the hot tub. By that point, the deck was deserted, just the thud of distant flip flops and the echo of a lonely whistle somewhere near the weight room. The air tasted thicker here, every breath loaded with chlorine and wet stone.

The hot tub squatted in its own corner, open to the sky, rimmed by palm trees and the kind of sweeping views you only got on the California coast. I ditched my t-shirt and sandals by the edge, deciding my shorts would have to do since I hadn’t brought proper swim trunks. Even the breeze was charged, damp and alive, brushing up the backs of my now-bare arms as I peeled the cover and let the steam billow skyward.

Summer was the first one in, plunging down with a gasp, hair still dripping from her last dive. She yanked me after, then patted the water, a queen in her kingdom, demanding tribute.

“Get over here,” she said, voice low, eyes glued to my body.

I eased in, the heat biting, jets already cranked so hard it battered the aches right out of my muscles.

Sam followed, stretching out opposite us, her tanned thighs barely submerged, boobs bobbing at the surface. The water turned her hazel eyes almost green, her hair slicked back, beads of sweat already slicking the curve of her chest.

Summer didn’t play coy. She slid right across my lap, grinning as she planted herself ass-to-cock and made my arms wrap tight around her waist.

God damn.

Nothing in the world beat the feeling of her slick, sun-warmed skin molding to mine, legs tangled, her body small but ferocious against my chest.

Sam watched, eyes hungry.

“What, you’re just going to let her have all the fun?” Sam teased, sliding closer, our knees knocking under the bubbles.

Summer rolled her hips, grinding down, making damn sure I felt every inch of her ass. I bit back the urge to groan, but she definitely knew what she was doing. Her hands caught mine and guided them up, palms over her breasts, begging for a squeeze.

I obliged, fingers pinching her nipples through the wet fabric, loving how she arched back and hissed.

“Don’t pretend you don’t like the attention,” Summer murmured to Sam.

Sam shrugged, eyes glinting. “I just don’t want to steal your thunder, babe. Or your boyfriend.”

Summer pressed my hand against her chest, burying my fingers in the soft swell of her breast. She didn’t wait for me to catch up; instead, she rolled my palm over the curve until I had her nipple pinched between my knuckles, hard and stiff, like a coin rising beneath the skin. “I think it’s safe to call him our boyfriend at this point, don’t you?” Her voice was level, almost casual, but that heat was right there in the set of her jaw and the way she let my thumb drag over her nipple again, insisting I knead her until she sighed.

The banter was electric, but it started to drift, Sam’s face softening, her smile going a notch lower, almost serious.

She braced her elbows on the edge, watching the ripples.

“I owe Victoria an apology,” Sam said, voice quiet but real. “At the stadium... I got carried away. I wanted to make a splash, ended up looking like a total asshole. I really messed things up, and I need to tell her that.”

She swung her gaze to Summer, searching for judgment, fingers tracing nervous patterns in the bubbling water.

Summer just shrugged, rolling her shoulders so my hands dropped back to her waist. “We’ve all been there. I’ve seen you forgive worse. Remember when I climbed the high dive platform after that swim meet last year? The vodka incident?”

Sam snorted, relaxing an inch. “God, I’d forgotten how the cheer squad had to talk you down. Fine. Maybe I deserve another chance.”

I squeezed Summer’s hips, grounding her, then met Sam’s stare.

“Vic isn’t out for your blood,” I said. “Honestly, I think she’d meet you halfway if you just owned up. Maybe more than halfway.”

Sam looked relieved, but there was a shadow there, something like shame. “Still. It sucked. I don’t want to be that person anymore.”

Summer twisted in my lap, finally turning to face me, her tits pressing against my chest, lips close enough to kiss.

“Lucky for you, West doesn’t keep score,” Summer whispered.

Her hand slithered beneath the water, cupping my cock through my trunks, squeezing just hard enough to draw a grunt out of me. The heat of her palm was perfect, a tight promise beneath the froth of bubbles.

She stroked me slow, letting Sam watch, her eyes going heavy-lidded.

Sam slid closer, arm brushing mine. Her knee found my thigh under the surface. “Careful,” she warned Summer, “he gets hard fast.”

Summer just smirked and worked me harder, knuckles flashing through the swirling water. “But he can fuck for hours.”

There was zero subtlety. My cock sprang up, thick, straining the waistband.

Sam’s eyes flicked there, hungry and open. “God, you’re predictable. So easy, West.”

I laughed, but the air was already going thin. “Can you blame me? I mean, look at her.”

Sam reached over, catching me in a kiss, her mouth tasting of salt and leftover Powerade, tongue hot and greedy. She bit my lip, then claimed Summer’s mouth just as fast, trading me for her in a heartbeat.

Watching them kiss was unreal, the angle, the wild tangle of tongue. Sam snaked a hand up, squeezing Summer’s breast, pinching a nipple until Summer gasped.

I couldn’t help it, I lost track of who was touching who. All I knew was Summer’s grip loosening my shorts, yanking the fabric down until my cock bobbed free, thick as hell and already leaking.

She twisted around, eyes filled with mischief.

“Let’s see if you can fuck underwater,” Summer challenged, lining me up. “Bet you can’t last two minutes.”

I peeled her suit down her hips, fingers dragging the spandex to her knees. The tan lines carved a perfect contrast against her skin—golden brown fading to milky white across the curve of her ass, two perfect half-moons tight with muscle from years of diving. A single freckle marked the dimple at the base of her spine. She shimmied the suit off, her breasts bouncing free with the motion, pale and full with rosy nipples that hardened instantly in the evening air. They jiggled with each movement, water droplets clinging to the undersides as she twisted. The movement sent ripples across the taut plane of her stomach, her waist narrowing to a perfect hourglass. Summer braced herself on the bench, then impaled herself on my cock in one smooth, hungry motion.

The heat of her pussy, even with hot water blasting around us, was insane. She fit like a vice, velvet and wet, muscles fluttering with every grind.

She rode me slow, letting the jets pound her clit, hands braced on my chest. Every thrust lifted the water, waves sloshing over the lip. The noise was obscene, slapping, splashing, little moans buried under the chaos.

Sam didn’t play spectator for long.

She yanked off her own top, letting the suit fall away, and tossed it behind her. Her breasts broke the surface, full and high with that perfect cheerleader perk, nipples dark and swollen, beading with sweat and steam. Water cascaded down the valley between them, tracing the gentle curve of her toned stomach. Her face, flushed with desire, was framed by wet chestnut hair that clung to her neck in dark ribbons, highlighting those hazel eyes that seemed to shift from gold to green depending on how the light hit them. Even half-submerged, the taut curve of her ass was visible beneath the churning water, two perfect half-moons that had haunted my dreams since the first day I’d seen her in practice shorts.

Sam crawled into my lap, straddling my other knee, kissing me hard while Summer bounced on my cock.

I could barely breathe.

Summer’s rhythm grew frantic, her head thrown back, breasts jiggling with each impact. Her thighs began to tremble against mine, muscles tensing as she ground down harder.

“Fuck,” she whispered, grinding down, “I love how thick you are. It’s perfect.” Her words dissolved into a gasp, then a shuddering moan as her body seized. Her fingernails dug crescents into my shoulders, her spine arching impossibly as she came, her pussy clenching around me in waves that seemed to pull at my very core.

Sam took over. She pulled Summer away, spinning her so Summer crashed into her lap, then slid herself right onto my cock. The transition was seamless, as if they’d done this a hundred times.

Sam’s pussy was pure silk, so wet she bottomed out instantly, her ass slapping my thighs with every move.

She rode hard, hips pistoning, hands braced on my shoulders. I grabbed her tits, massaging, then bit one nipple, loving how she moaned and bucked.

Summer wrapped around Sam from behind, sucking on her neck, fingers tweaking her nipples until Sam was a quivering mess.

They weren’t playing, each wanted to outlast the other, to wring the next orgasm out of me first.

“Fuck him,” Summer urged, voice dark and wild. “Show me how good he feels.”

Sam lost it. She hammered down, her pussy clamping so tight I saw white. She came, a full-body shudder, nails gouging my back, voice drowned out by the jets.

I kept fucking her through the finish, loving the way her walls milked me, draining every ounce of control. She collapsed, spent, head to my shoulder.

Summer was right there, greedy for another turn. She always was.

She hooked my cock, lined herself up, and took me in with a sob. This time the friction was slicker, the heat even more insane.

Summer attacked my mouth, kissing me with pure hunger, riding me wild. Her tits smashed against my chest, sweat and water slicking the skin.

Sam, half-limp, reached down and fingered Summer’s clit, making Summer jerk and wail with every touch.

I let them use me, holding their hips, letting them set the pace. The sight, their bodies, the flash of gold and tan, the way their breasts mashed together as they kissed, was almost unbearable.

Summer’s pussy started to flutter, the telltale sign she was about to lose it again.

Summer did what she always did, she found the limit of pleasure and forced it to matter, demanded that you either break through it or break from it. She rode my cock relentless, a wild thing writhed up and out of her body, hips pounding as if she was determined to flatten the entire surface of the water with pure velocity. Each bounce sent another wave crashing against my thighs, the slap of wet skin on skin echoing in the tiled chamber around us, made monstrous by the acoustics and the fact that no one else in the world existed but us.

I tried to hold out, I did. But Sam had her arms around my shoulders from behind, mouth at my ear, tongue flicking before she bit down on my earlobe just sharp enough to hurt. She whispered, “Don’t you dare hold back,” and the dare in her voice made my cock surge inside Summer, a lightning strike of lust that I couldn’t hope to resist.

So I didn’t.

I let go. All of it. The pressure, the control, the pretense at composure. My vision went white at the edges, and my hips bucked up, hard, slamming Summer down so I could empty every ounce of myself inside her. My cock pulsed in thick, savage bursts, flooding her with a heat that almost seemed to battle with the temperature of the water. She convulsed, body clamping down with impossible tightness, her breath stalling before it exploded out in a primal, animal scream. The sound wasn’t human, it was the breaking of something sacred or the birth of something new, raw, beautiful, violent.

Sam held me through it, her chest pressed to my back, her hands splayed over my nipples, raking her nails down my body while she muttered fuck yes, fuck yes in a cadence that was half encouragement, half exorcism. She reached forward, pinching Summer’s clit at the exact moment I came. That was enough to set her off again, a chain reaction of spasms riding my cock until it was an instrument of pure sensation and nothing else.

The hot tub became a crime scene of sound and motion, splashing, gasping, the slap of bodies, the ragged edge of pleasure, ugly moans. Summer’s hair stuck to her jaw in wild, wet tangles, her face a mask of shocked ecstasy, lips peeled back to bare her teeth, eyes shut tight as if she was afraid to look at how good it felt. Her tits bounced with every impact, nipples flushed pink, beads of water flicking from them with each grind. Sam, not content to let me recover, licked the sweat from my neck and then bit down, hard, marking me while she milked every shudder from my spine.

The orgasm was a tidal wave that refused to recede, rolling in again and again, until I thought I’d pass out or combust.

Finally, Summer slumped against my chest, still impaled, her pussy twitching around me in aftershocks. I wrapped my arms around her, burying my face in her shoulder, breathing her in. Sam collapsed across both of us, boneless and laughing, her entire body pressed into my side like she never wanted to leave.

The three of us floated in a tangle of limbs and satisfaction, sweat and jet-streams and the impossible intimacy of having nothing left to hide. We just soaked, breathing the same air, skin to skin to skin, my cock still buried in Summer where it had always belonged.

There was a moment, five seconds, maybe more, where nothing needed to be said, and I realized I’d never felt more present, more alive, than right then.

We drifted, floating together, my cock still buried in Summer, her pussy milking every last drop.

For a full minute, the world faded, just the rush of water, the smell of chlorine, the tangle of limbs.

When the light finally came back, the girls sprawled against me, naked, skin pink and glowing, hair wild.

They traded lazy kisses, hands stroking my chest, the mood passed from wild to perfect peace.

I kissed them both, slow and honest.

“You two are going to kill me,” I said, voice shredded.

Sam laughed, pressing her tits to my chest. “What a way to go, though.”

We cuddled in the wreckage, heat rising all around, the jets echoing the thrum in my bones.

If there was any doubt about loyalty or trust, it drowned here.

We were a unit, team of three, bodies and hearts and hunger, all in one.

And the hot tub? The queen’s pool.

A legend, bottled and unfiltered, right here on the deck.

I could have died happy.

But the night was far from over.

We still had a revolution to plan.

***

We melted into the hot tub aftermath, bodies still tangled, Summer riding out her afterglow, Sam curled in tight, both girls tucked against my chest. The heat simmered around us, jets pounding away the leftover tension, beads of sweat sliding into the water. Every inch of us still buzzed from what happened, the sharp tingle of release giving way to something giddy and bright.

It didn’t take long for the strategic brains to kick in.

Summer purred against my neck, her cheek glued to my shoulder, arms cradling me like she never wanted to let go. “That’s how every Rush event should end,” she murmured. “With the best girls working together instead of trying to kill each other.”

Sam snorted, her hand splaying over my abs as she lounged across my lap, toes teasing Summer’s calf beneath the water. “So, what’s the move, genius? Another stadium smackdown? Or something weirder?”

Summer’s eyes sparkled, the blue caught by the deck lights. “I was thinking, team challenge. Mixed teams. Each group gets girls from Sigma, Theta, and at least one PNM. They work together. It’s not about houses anymore, it’s about coming together for the win.”

Sam’s eyebrows shot up. “Like a scavenger hunt?”

Summer nodded, enthusiasm bubbling out. “Exactly! With wild challenges all over campus, maybe even crazy beach stuff. Make it legendary.”

Sam sat up, energy bursting. “And don’t just let the girls play. Build in audience stuff, live votes, spot prizes, maybe a surprise pie-in-the-face thing for the losing team captain. People eat that up.”

I grinned, mind already mapping the angles. “You get both houses posting the same content, real-time stories, collab hashtags. It’ll set records. Especially with the way you two work a camera.”

Sam made a show of flexing her arms, then kissed Summer, then me, leaving us all grinning like idiots.

Summer pointed at me. “You document the whole thing. Candid shots, insane reels, maybe a behind-the-scenes with the PNMs. Show it off.”

Sam’s hands kneaded my thigh, her lips right by my ear. “We want the last day to go viral. What’s our theme?”

Summer didn’t even have to think about it. “Sisterhood by the Sea,” she said, voice going dreamy. “Lean into the California thing. Joint performances, stuff about supporting each other and lifting up all women.”

Sam nearly levitated out of the tub, sloshing bubbles everywhere. “Unity Showcase! Call it the Unity Showcase! That way, it’s not a rivalry, it’s a fusion.”

I flashed her a double thumbs-up, pride glowing hotter than the jets.

Sam wrapped both arms around my shoulders, hugging me tight before nuzzling Summer’s cheek. “God, you’re dangerous. If you had a full week and no supervision, you’d overthrow the whole campus.”

Summer laughed, her body still jittery with post-sex high. “Don’t tempt me. But we’ll need to sell it to Victoria. She’s the key.”

Sam’s smile went soft, almost shy. “That’s the other thing. Summer, the house wants you. We’re giving you a Theta Pi bid. Best vote I’ve ever seen. Literally a clean sweep.”

Summer’s jaw dropped, her body going rigid for half a second, then she let out a squeal that could’ve shattered glass.

“Are you serious? I could be a real Theta Pi?!”

Sam nodded, face honest and proud. “You’d make us better. Every girl said so. Even Jade, and she hates… well, she hates everyone.”

Summer clapped her hands, splashing us both. For a split second, it was just pure joy, no politics, no secrets.

Then she pivoted, all challenge. “I’ll accept on one condition.”

Sam arched her brow. “Name it.”

Summer beamed, fingers tracing my chest. “I want you to be an official Donovan girl. Like, full squad. No more ‘harem on the side’, you’re one of us, for real.”

Sam’s smile could’ve lit the whole natatorium. “If you’ll have me, I’m in. But we need Victoria’s blessing. It wouldn’t be right otherwise. She’s the queen.”

I hugged them both, heart thumping mad in my chest.

As we watched the bubbles swirl, Sam nuzzled in and let her hand drift down, palming my cock, already half-hard again, because apparently I was a machine.

Summer sprawled against my chest, dreamy as a cat.

“This could change everything, you know?” Summer whispered.

Sam kissed her temple. “As long as we stick together, nothing can stop us.”

For once, I didn’t care about the feud, the labels, or the old rules. Just three bodies, linked in sweat, sex, and a scary-bright sense of possibility.

If Victoria said yes, the campus would never know what hit it.

If she didn’t—

Well, that would be a story worth telling, too.

But for tonight, we belonged to each other. The girls. The plan. And the gold-lit hush of a California sunset through a veil of steam.

The legend wasn’t over.

It was just getting started.


Planning Party


Golden hour at The Lighthouse wasn’t for the faint of heart. The whole place radiated sex, ambition, and the kind of nervous energy you only get on the wire before the big storm. I’d seen the ocean look calm from up top, but inside the bar, the tension could break bones.

We snagged a corner booth with a direct line of sight to the entrance, all three of us pretending to people-watch but really just watching the door, counting down the seconds. Sam had gone untouched in a V-neck crop and tight jeans, radiating “I dare you” from every inch. Summer looked good enough to spark a campus riot, tiny sundress, hair pulled up with wisps everywhere, tanned thighs bare and legs crossed primly. I must’ve checked my watch four times in six minutes.

Sam was fidgeting, picking at the coaster, eyes glued to the glass by her elbow. She tried for casual but missed by a mile. “You think she’s coming?” she said, not even trying to bury the worry.

“She’ll show,” I told her, but my pulse wasn’t buying it.

Summer’s smile was bulletproof but her knees bounced under the table, betraying all the nerves she wasn’t saying out loud. “Maybe she’ll do an entrance,” Summer said. “She loves entrances.”

Right then, the front doors blew open like a movie cue, and everything in the bar went still.

Victoria Sinclair did not walk, she drifted. Except tonight, her step had the effortless sway of someone who finally burned her old script and wrote a new one. Gone was the queen-in-a-blazer. Instead, she wore a soft, almost sheer blouse in pale blue, waves of fabric rolling down her arms, and linen pants so relaxed they made her look like she’d come straight from a wine tasting in Santorini. Her pale blonde hair fell loose for once, curling a little at the ends, and her entire posture read open, almost vulnerable, definitely not the woman known for ruling Sigma with an iron fist.

The table froze. Even Summer’s jaw went slack.

Victoria’s eyes locked on mine. The smile she gave me was pure sunlight. No calculation, no chill, not even a trace of her usual walls.

She didn’t hesitate. She just slid right into the booth at my side, barely even breaking stride, and settled so close our thighs touched. Without so much as a “hi,” she leaned in and, holy shit, kissed me, public, full-lips, every head within ten feet clocking the move.

She pulled back and, with zero shame, laced her fingers through mine and set our hands on the table for everyone to see.

Sam choked on her own spit.

Summer blinked hard, then burst out laughing, all the old love and rivalry roaring back. “Okay, Queen V, damn. Making a statement tonight?” Summer teased.

Victoria turned, giving Summer and Sam both a look that said “try me.” But the edge was gone. She was just… happy. “Sorry to upstage you, Summer, but I thought the moment called for clarity.”

Sam recovered, but the next words cost her. She swallowed, the tough girl act crumbling. “Victoria… I—I want to apologize. What I pulled at the stadium was shitty. I weaponized the kiss. Not cool. I was out to mess with your rep, and West’s, and I swear, I felt gross about it after. If I could take it back, I would.”

Her voice was trembling by the end. In all the years I’d known her, Sam rarely did remorse. This was the real thing.

Victoria squeezed my hand, then actually reached across and caught Sam’s arm. “Thank you. That means a lot. But honestly? I owe you all an apology, too.” She fixed her eyes on Sam, but the apology was for all three of us. “I was so obsessed with controlling Rush Week, controlling my own image, that I burned my own people. I used you, I manipulated, and somewhere along the line, I forgot that the real power is in letting go. You called me out, and I didn’t listen.”

She let go, but for a moment, you could feel the air change. Something in the DNA of the booth rewired, enemy lines erased, or at least getting fuzzy.

Summer reached over, almost giddy. “Can we agree to never fight each other again, unless it’s like… a pillow fight?”

Sam hooted, tension breaking. “You’re on. I don’t even care if I lose to you again.” She shot me a look. “You pick the teams, King Donovan.”

Summer’s knee crashed into mine under the table. “It’s almost like we need a grand finale where we prove it to the world,” Summer said, voice going sugary and evil at once. “Oh wait. That’s why we’re here. We have an idea.”

Sam and Victoria both turned, ready for the pitch.

Summer clapped her hands, unable to hold still. “What if, instead of another dumb house-v-house competition, we do a Unity Showcase? Make Rush about combining the best of both crews. Mixed teams, mixed events, nobody loses, everybody levels up.”

She glanced at Sam, cueing her in.

Sam straightened, brain running hot. “You get girls from Sigma and Theta Pi, maybe even a PNM on every team. Scavenger hunts, crazy beach games, stuff that forces everyone to work together. Synchronized dance challenges, maybe a co-branded social content play. I’m talking TikToks, surprise reels, feeds lighting up in real time. You can measure the engagement by the second.”

Even Victoria was caught off guard. For the first two seconds, she just blinked at them. Then her engine kicked in.

“You’re talking cross-pollinating the channels?” Victoria said. She sat forward, all interest now. “Sigma’s got the legacy lists, but Theta Pi dominates engagement. Imagine the viral reach if we staged a dual take-over. Careful with the hashtags, not too corporate, but lean into the California beach thing, the sisterhood motif. That way, the admin can’t resist promoting it, but it still looks organic.”

She had her phone out before I could even absorb the shift. “I’m calling Olivia. She’ll have a plan for rolling it out before the sun is down.”

Victoria thumbed it to speaker. The phone rang twice, then Olivia’s voice poured out, sharp and cool: “Sinclair. Please tell me you’re not bailing on the party tonight.”

Victoria grinned, and the warmth was so new it felt borrowed from a parallel universe. “Not bailing. Listen, what if the Rush finale wasn’t a fight? What if Sigma and Theta collabed for a Unity Showcase. Mixed teams, hybrid content, unified branding, the works.”

There was a beat of silence. Then Olivia lit up like she’d just been handed a lifetime supply of polaroid film.

“Oh my god, I love it. If you want, I can rig a pop-up studio at the beach for real-time content. Do we get first cut at team selection? Also, if we go full influencer, you need a signature challenge. Like—‘Legend of the Coast’ or something. Winner gets a sponsored weekend at the festival next month.”

Sam leaned in, voice sure and fast. “Yes. And every team gets a Sigma, a Theta, and a PNM. Triple threat. The challenges have to be next-level. Think team paddleboard race, maybe a wild group selfie scavenger. And we end with a joint bonfire on the beach at West’s place, no more drama, just pure California legend.”

Victoria’s eyes were so bright they practically glowed. “Summer, Sam, you two are an unstoppable force. West, you’re in charge of the whole documentary angle, but you also get to run point on the PNM content. They’ll love you.”

I felt it, deep in the bones. Not pride, exactly, but the sensation of watching gravity reverse itself. These weren’t just my women. They were a team now, the best damn team a guy could want.

Victoria let go of my hand, only to loop her arm through mine and settle her head briefly on my shoulder, so open, so unlike her old self, that even Sam blinked twice at the sight.

“Best Rush ever,” Victoria said. “We’re actually making history.”

She held up her drink, a sangria with enough fruit to qualify as dessert.

“To Unity. And to West, for being the real kingmaker.”

Summer and Sam raised theirs, eyes gleaming. Even I felt the heat in my face.

They clinked glasses, sealing the deal, and I knew right then: the legend had changed.

Not rivalry, not harem, not drama. Just unity.

In the corner booth, with the sun sliding down the glass and the ocean breaking below, I watched the future flicker into being.

And even my old standby, the camera, couldn’t do this moment justice.

We were in it now, all the way.

And the story was just getting good.

***

If you’ve never seen three queens run a war room, you’ve never lived.

My house was a wreck before we even made it up the stairs. Victoria led the charge, wine bottle under one arm and a gold MacBook in her hand, dictating assignments even as she doled out snacks from her tote. Sam dumped a sack of chips, mini cupcakes, and two more bottles of red onto the counter, while Summer did a full sweep for glasses and plates, worming through my kitchen like she’d owned it since birth.

Within five minutes, the living room looked like a creative bomb had gone off. My battered old table was layered in laptops, notebooks, marker packs, and half a beach towel’s worth of chips and crumbs. The window was thrown open, letting in the briny pulse of Pacific air, and the sound of girls plotting world domination was so intense it drowned out the waves.

Victoria, in her flowy new uniform, took command at the end of the table. Her eyes sparkled with the flush of the wine, her hair shining in the soft lamplight. “We need three things,” she declared, marker in hand. “A master calendar with checklists, a bulletproof social push, and a physical presence on the beach that blows the old events out of the water.”

Sam, already a glass deep, snatched a Sharpie and slammed open a sketchbook. “Theme, mascot, visual rhythm. We want the vibe to scream ‘sisterhood’, sun, sand, and savage girl power.” She drew something that might’ve been a dolphin or a very battle-ready cheerleader, then circled it three times.

Summer bounced between the two, notes on her phone, hair shimmering in the overhead light. She typed with one thumb and crammed a cupcake with the other, barely pausing for either. “Every team gets a name: The Mavericks. Wave Queens. Sun Chasers. We build custom challenges per team, think underwater scavenger or bonfire bake-off. West judges bonus rounds.”

At first, I tried to keep up, snapping a few candids, but the scene was too good to filter. Victoria’s arm waved in these big, sweeping gestures, the sleeves flaring as she mapped out “brand personality pyramids” for Sigma and Theta, color-coded by which girls got the biggest likes. Sam, sprawled cross-legged like a quarterback in mid-huddle, layered the whiteboard with arrows, memes, and the anatomy of the perfect viral dance. Summer perched on the armrest, one foot swinging, offering up wild-card ideas: “What if we did a float parade? Or a flash mob on the rec quad?”

There was no rivalry now, just this manic, infectious chemistry. The kind of focus that could only come from working side-by-side with girls who’d fought tooth and nail for everything they had.

That’s when the front door banged open.

Sadie burst in from outside, cheeks flushed from the evening air, eyes still lined with glitter that caught the lamplight. She wore cutoffs, a vintage band tee, and a backpack that looked heavier than her actual body. Behind her stood a stranger—tall, redhead, wide-eyed with panic and awe, a clear-cut freshman with glossy hair who stared at the chaos spread across the table.

“What’s all this?” Sadie asked, leaning over to examine the notebooks and sketches. Summer quickly filled her in on the Unity Showcase plan, and Sadie’s eyes lit up. “That’s actually genius,” she said, grinning like she’d just found treasure. “Oh, by the way, this is Willow. She’s obsessed with Theta Pi, and I promised her some insider access.”

Willow blushed, but Sadie wasn’t pausing for effect. She yanked her friend into the hot zone and tossed her a Sharpie. “Don’t just stand there, think of an event so legendary every PNM on campus will want to die for it.”

Willow didn’t even blink. She launched into a pitch, “What if you did an upside-down Twister at the beach? Or paired up girls for a catwalk with thrifted outfits, but they have to borrow from a rival’s closet?” The table loved it. Summer practically squealed, Sam gave the girl a double high-five, and even Victoria took notes.

The energy hit a new level. Sadie and Willow tag-teamed ideas, sometimes fighting, sometimes finishing each other’s sentences. Willow wanted a countdown clock for challenges and a “meme of the day” contest for extra clout. Sadie demanded they work boys into at least one event, the “King of the Coast” relay where campus guys sponsored the teams, but only if they wore drag.

For a half hour, the ideas poured out: glow-in-the-dark beach flags, custom team scrunchies, a mural wall for Polaroids, and a playlist so epic it had to be crowdsourced.

Victoria orchestrated with the finesse of NATO: color-coding signup sheets, texting Olivia for live updates, and even arranging a Zoom with Bella and Keilani for cross-continental brand alignment. Sam made themed snack boards and Instagram backgrounds and, at one point, tried on three versions of a captain’s hat to see which looked most “legendary.” Summer broke out the glitter pens and decorated name tags for every single team, grinning with glee every time a new PNM name made the draft.

I mostly watched, documentarian on the sidelines, but they kept dragging me in. Sadie wanted my take on which hashtag would trend, Willow asked about best photo ops, and Victoria at one point pulled me aside and whispered, “Did you ever imagine these three would work together like this?”

I just shook my head, overwhelmed by pride and something deeper. “Never this well. Never this real.”

The work didn’t let up until the smell of pizza and microwave popcorn fully conquered the house. The whiteboard was covered, the digital spreadsheet had over two dozen tabs, and the living room looked like the pregame for a Rose Parade.

That’s when Sadie’s phone buzzed.

She blanched, then grin-winked at me. “Party’s starting at Jade’s house, and apparently, if you’re not there by midnight, you’re a social zero. Willow and I have to bounce.”

Before she could slip away, I caught her with the big brother voice. “Curfew’s 1am, Sadie. No exceptions. You text me if you leave the party, and your phone stays charged. If you ignore my calls, I’ll send Sam to drag you home.”

Sam, hand to heart, said, “I can and will use zip ties.”

Sadie groaned loud enough to shake the deck. “You’re embarrassing me in front of literal icons.”

Summer swept Sadie into a bear hug, practically suffocating her. “He just loves you, baby.”

Victoria wasn’t far behind, offering Sadie a one-armed, European-style hug, then kissing her on the cheek. “Text us if you need anything. That’s what sisters do.”

Even Willow, who’d only met me an hour ago, grinned at the parade of support. “My last sleepover was nothing like this. Your brother’s a legend.”

Sadie tried to glare, but her smile got in the way. “Don’t break anything while I’m gone. And if you eat all the cupcakes, I’m reporting you for harem neglect.”

Then, like that, they were gone, two tornados aimed straight for Greek Row.

The house was suddenly too quiet.

Sam was the first to break the silence. “That kid’s going places. She’s probably going to take over the world before she’s legal to drink.”

Summer perched on the edge of the deck, breeze in her hair, face lit by moonlight. “Somebody has to hold us old ladies together. I’m just glad we’re not rivals anymore.”

Victoria, soft for once, settled next to me, then curled up so her head landed right on my shoulder. “You’re the reason,” she whispered. “You gave us space to rewrite the story.”

I pulled them all in, arms stretched as far as possible, and let them wrap around me: Summer, warm and plush and always in motion; Sam, bold and brash and suddenly shy; Victoria, perfect even in surrender.

The four of us found the blanket, stretched out under the black pinch of stars above, the ocean rumbling in the dark below. My hands went from hips to waists to shoulders, never wanting to let go. All of them, wedged in tight, skin on skin, sticky with mutual pride and the kind of safety none of us ever expected.

Sam ran her fingers through my hair, nails gentle. “I know we joke a lot, but this, this feels real, West.”

Summer nuzzled my chest, arms wrapped tight around my side. “We have you to thank for that. Nobody else could’ve made it work.”

Victoria just squeezed my hand. “You’re the anchor. Don’t you ever forget it.”

For once, I didn’t deflect. I soaked it in, let the warmth and the gratitude crash through me like high tide.

If anybody asked, I’d say the highlight of the night wasn’t the event, the pitch, or even the wild ideas.

It was right here, with my girls wound up and blissed out, their trust a living, breathing thing.

We were a legend.

And the world had better watch out.

***

The night didn’t cool; it only got hotter.

Up the hallway, Summer peeled off first, catching my hand and yanking me toward the bedroom, her laugh doing things to my blood pressure that had nothing to do with cardio. Sam jogged after, already stripping her shirt, with Victoria drifting in last, the new, soft version of her smiling so wide it threatened to shatter the moonlight on the hallway wall.

It was a race to see who got naked first, and nobody had time for slow reveals. Summer’s sundress hit the rug in a blue-and-white puddle, and she spun, bare and glorious, tits bouncing as she perched on my bed, legs spread, eyes daring anyone to match her. Sam didn’t bother with finesse—her jeans and panties came off in one move, hands immediately going to her own tits, nipples already stiff and ready. Victoria took it slow on purpose, working the buttons of her blouse and letting the fabric slide from her shoulders, every inch a tease even now.

I lost my shirt somewhere near the dresser and let the girls take me down. Summer tackled me first, lips mashing mine, straddling my hips so I could feel the warmth of her pussy painting my cock before I even got hard. She tasted like wine and sugar, hair tickling my skin as she licked the line of my jaw and moaned low in her chest. Sam didn’t let her keep the spotlight for long, she wedged in next to us, hands sliding down my abs, her mouth finding mine as Summer rutted against my leg, desperate and proud.

Victoria slid up from behind, her body flush against my back, arms wrapped around my shoulders. She was naked except for that emerald ring, her skin cool and smooth, her heartbeat going wild where her chest pressed my ribs. She nipped my ear, then bit down on my neck, marking me while Summer and Sam fought over my mouth.

I couldn’t tell where one woman ended and the next began. Skin, sweat, and the taste of need. My cock went from zero to steel in a heartbeat.

Summer made a move for it, sliding down the bed and gripping the base in both hands. “Baby’s ready to play,” she purred, then licked a long stripe from tip to root, never breaking eye contact. She sucked me with a show-off’s precision, lips tight, tongue swirling, while her tits mashed against the inside of my thigh.

Sam shoved Summer over and went at it next, her mouth hot and greedy, her nails digging crescents into my hip as she bobbed up and down, taking me as deep as she dared. When she pulled off, my cock glistened, and she smeared the slick over the crown with her thumb, grinning at the sight. “He’s dying for it,” Sam murmured, but this time she didn’t go back in, she offered me up to Victoria instead.

Victoria had watched, breath caught, her eyes huge and dark. She dropped onto all fours, lowered her lips to my cock, and kissed the head, soft, almost shy, before slipping the length into her mouth. She didn’t rush. Victoria let my cock slide over her tongue, savoring the taste, cheeks hollowed, eyes locked on mine. Her hand trembled on my thigh, the only hint that this was new ground for her. The hum of pleasure in her throat nearly broke my brain.

Summer and Sam didn’t just watch, they encouraged her, trading tips, fingers stroking her back, Summer’s lips brushing Victoria’s neck while Sam squeezed her ass with both hands. “Look how good she is,” Summer whispered, pride all over her voice. “Queen V, sucking cock like it’s her new job.”

Victoria flushed but didn’t stop; her rhythm got bolder, tongue flicking, head bobbing, until she backed off, face glowing with arousal and accomplishment.

That was the opening volley. What followed was pure, unfiltered hunger.

I flipped Victoria onto her back, burying her in the mattress, my cock already lined up to ruin her composure all over again. Summer came up next to us, pinning Victoria’s wrists while Sam got the best seat in the house, on her knees, fingers working her own pussy as she watched.

Victoria’s eyes went wide as I pushed inside her, her cunt already slick and desperate, the heat of her sucking me in to the hilt. She moaned, a real, raw, honest sound, then arched her back, taking every inch. I set a savage pace, pinning her hips, driving into her until the bed rocked, giving the old queen what she never knew she wanted, right in front of her rivals.

But there were no rivals now only allies.

Summer reached over, kissing Victoria’s cheek, holding her hand, while Sam whispered encouragement, voice dark with want. “Let him wreck you, babe. God, look at the way you open for him. It’s perfect.”

Victoria shattered for me, her pussy going impossibly tight, her scream caught in the curve of my shoulder. I rode her through it, feeding her the aftershocks; nothing mattered but the look in her eyes, gratitude and abandon and the wild joy of being seen.

When she needed a break, I let her off gently, rolling to my side. That’s when Sam pounced.

She mounted my cock like she’d been born for it, planting her knees wide and lowering herself with a gasp that was all theater. Her pussy gripped me tight, wet, pulsing, eager beyond belief. She rode hard, grinding her clit against my abs, tits bouncing, hair flying everywhere. The pace was murder, every slap of skin echoing across the room, the slosh of sweat and arousal painting each collision.

Summer and Victoria found each other, lips locking, fingers groping. Victoria tugged on Summer’s nipple, hard enough to make her moan; Summer dove in, kissing her deeper, their energy vibrantly real.

Sam didn’t let me off easy. She fucked with intent, chasing her own pleasure, hips moving in brutal figure-eights, making sure I felt every second. She pinched her own nipple, then dropped her hand to my throat, squeezing just enough to make my head spin.

“You want to come, don’t you?” she hissed, one hand braced on the headboard for leverage. “You want it raw, West, balls-deep, every drop mine.”

I could barely hold on. Sam’s pussy milked me, her hands held me captive, and the sight, Summer and Victoria making out beside us, clit-on-clit, their bodies painted in sweat, sent me spiraling.

But I didn’t finish just yet. I yanked Sam down, kissing her, then flipped her off so I could grab Summer.

She leapt for me across the mattress, wrapping her legs around my waist as the bed dipped beneath us. I hammered into her, pinning her against the headboard, her arms and thighs locked behind me. Summer sobbed with every thrust, nails clawing my shoulders, heels digging into my lower back, begging for it rough.

“Make me scream, baby. Show them who’s yours.”

I wrecked her with every ounce of strength I had left, giving Summer my full attention, my full weight, every inch of my cock and then some. She took it all, greedy and grateful, a tidal wave of heat and want, her body shaking with the effort to keep up. I braced her hips, pinning her to the mattress, her legs locked around my waist, heels clawing at my ass. Each thrust angled her higher, deeper, until her toes curled and her breath hitched, her voice catching raw in her throat.

Summer didn’t just moan, she roared, her climax a public declaration. Her pussy convulsed, gripping and milking me as she squirted, drenching us both in the evidence of her undoing. It was wild, elemental, so honest and loud that the windows could’ve rattled with the sound of her coming apart. She sagged in my arms, boneless and delirious, the queen of the wreckage.

I let her go, and she flopped across the bed, limbs loose and tangled. Sam was on her in a blink, pinning Summer’s wrists above her head, their bodies grinding together with all pretense gone. They kissed, desperate and sloppy, lips smeared, tongues battling for dominance. Their tits mashed together, sweat and heat and need, and I watched, mesmerized, as Sam planted kisses up and down Summer’s neck, leaving marks in her wake.

Victoria, at first, hung back at the foot of the bed, watching with dark, hungry eyes. But she shivered, lips parted, her hand sliding between her own thighs as she knelt there, the pressure too much to ignore. She wanted it, needed it, but unlike before she didn’t command or orchestrate, she waited, hungrier than she’d ever admit.

I beckoned Victoria closer, running my hand through her silken hair and pulling her back against my chest. Her skin was chilled where she’d left it open to the air, but her cunt was molten as I slid my fingers through her folds, coaxing her to open up. She trembled, arching for more, her breath ragged. I licked the shell of her ear, and she melted, grinding back, her ass firm and perfect against my lap.

This time, I eased into her slow, feeding her inch by inch, letting her savor the build before slamming home. Victoria keened, her composure gone, face pressed to the sheets as I fucked her from behind, her hands clutching at the comforter, ass bouncing with every stroke. She reached between her legs, working her clit, moaning my name to the rhythm of our bodies colliding.

But Summer wasn’t finished, not even close. She rolled to her side, head between Victoria’s thighs, tongue out and ready. She caught Victoria’s clit and circled it, licking and sucking, her hands braced on Victoria’s trembling hips to keep her steady. The two of them became a perfect engine of need, my cock filling her from behind, Summer eating her from the front, every sound and shiver amplified, every orgasm feeding the next.

Victoria shattered, instantly. Her whole body convulsed, her pussy clamping down so hard I nearly came on the spot. She screamed into the sheets, then again, her voice breaking in disbelief. Heat spilled from her, wave after wave, until she wilted, spent and sobbing, her world condensed to the space between her legs.

I couldn’t let it end there. Not when Sam was crawling over, eyes blazing, licking her lips as if she’d been waiting for this moment all her life.

She didn’t ask, she demanded. Sam mounted me, pushing Victoria aside, her thighs splayed wide as she sank down on my cock. Her pussy was liquid, so wet I could hear it, every rock of her hips a filthy squelch. She grabbed my hands, planted them on her tits, squeezing hard, then rode me like a thief making off with the crown jewels. Sam’s hair flew everywhere, sweat flicking from her skin, her mouth a dark rose as she gasped and howled. Every time she dropped down, she ground her clit against me, chasing the finish line with zero shame.

Summer and Victoria weren’t on the sidelines. They kissed, hands all over, sharing the afterglow and the mess, then crawled closer to Sam and me. Summer nipped at Sam’s shoulder, Victoria ran her hands through Sam’s hair and down her spine, never shy about worshipping the girl who’d owned the moment. Their bodies formed a single knot, arms wrapped, breasts pressed, legs tangled.

Sam wanted to win. She wanted to be the last word.

She rode me mercilessly, hips churning in perfect circles, ass flexing, her cunt milking me with ruthless skill. She leaned in and bit my neck, then kissed the bite, her hands pinning my arms above my head. I was helpless, hammered by pleasure, the wet heat of her, the scent and taste of sex, the girls cheering her on from both sides.

“You want to come, don’t you?” Sam hissed, voice thick with smugness and longing. “You want to fill me up, right here, in front of everyone.”

“Yeah,” I groaned, unable to hide, unwilling to lie.

Sam squeezed, grinding down, and the world detonated.

I came for her, hard and fast, the orgasm yanking me inside out. Sam kept going, riding every pulse, milking me dry. She screamed, too, coming with me, a living earthquake, sweat pouring down her cheeks and chest.

The aftershocks hit us all at once. I collapsed back, and Sam collapsed on top of me, her hair a curtain, her hands still wrapped around my wrists. The bed was a war zone: sheets ripped loose, comforter abandoned, all of us soaked, spent, and sticky.

Summer and Victoria snuggled against us, bodies pressed close, their chests rising and falling with exhaustion and laughter. They kissed, softly this time, then nuzzled up to me, sandwiching me between them.

Conversation drifted in, soft and slurred.

Summer, voice wrecked but happy: “That was the best. I want to make it official, Sam is a Donovan girl now, permanent squad. Bella already approved, she’s been texting all night, and she’s telling Keilani to get her ass in the harem too.”

Sam, still panting, grinned. “Bella’s a legend in the sheets, and Keilani? Oh my god. Have you seen her in a bikini?”

Victoria rolled onto her side, her hair clinging to her skin in wild streaks. “Keilani is seriously hot. I’d kill to see her in action, with or without a board. And I fully support the family expansion.”

Summer and Sam high-fived over my chest, tits bouncing, a wave of bliss surging through all of us.

Victoria nuzzled up, her words barely a whisper. “You built the best kind of home, West. This is family, the one we never got on our own.”

The girls wrapped themselves around me, the heat and the comfort making me dizzy with joy and total exhaustion.

As the cuddles settled, I drifted in and out, the promise of Unity Showcase and this wild, perfect tribe echoing in the dark.

We’d made it.

We were legends.

And we were never going back.


Unity Showcase


In the world of campus legend, nobody remembers the guy who slept through history. That’s why, two days after the night that rewrote my entire existence, the one where three world-class heartbreakers had tangled themselves around me like a human knot, I rolled out of bed at four thirty and hit the stadium with my camera locked and loaded. The sky was navy-black, the air still damp with leftover sea mist, and GCU’s colosseum looked more like a spaceship prepping for liftoff than a football field.

You ever see a place hold its breath? That was the stadium before sunrise. Empty stands, massive blank field, but already there was a pulse, a thump-thump of transformation you could feel in your calves and your chest and maybe lower if you were as wired as I was.

A truck idled by the main gates, unloading crates that clinked like crates of glass and secrets. Crew guys hustled. Ladders went up. String lights, thick as ship ropes, got hauled out and stretched overhead, crisscrossing the bowl in wide arcs that promised actual glow when the sun bailed out later. The white stone and gold accents caught the first ghost of dawn, turning the whole venue into a cathedral of anticipation.

At field level, Theta Pi and Sigma Epsilon banners hung side-by-side on the grandstand rail, no longer rivals, but a power couple for the ages. Somebody had even rigged a pair of massive neon signs, custom built, bright Greek letters for each house burning side-by-side in defiance of a century of petty spats.

I took it all in, then started shooting, first the wide shots, then the details. The thud of sneakers on concrete, the hiss of duct tape, the way a brother from Greek Row and a Sigma legacy girl elbowed each other, then laughed and shared a donut over a folding table stacked with wristbands.

By five, the activity stations were popping up like party favors. First, the scavenger war room, ringed in folding tables and baskets of props. Then the beach volleyball zone, sand trucked in special just for the event, with neon nets and deck chairs ready to catch any drama. Across from that, a selfie wall—complete with ring lights and Sigma/Theta-branded Polaroids—already making two PNMs burst out giggling as they posed for “before” pictures.

The air primed with scent: cut grass, fresh paint, hints of coconut and vanilla from the cheer squad already stretching out on the far sideline. Even the sound was different, louder, lighter, a whole vibe built for the day when Greek life didn’t end in bloodsport.

My whole job? Document the moment. Or at least, that’s what I told myself as I wove through the maze of caffeine-charged volunteers and half-dressed mascots. I was supposed to be neutral, “observing the legend.” But walking through this setup felt like watching my own family grow up in fast forward.

Victoria and Sam were already a team, whether they admitted it or not.

I spotted them near midfield, heads bent over a spiral notebook, both wearing stadium jackets but completely ignoring the chill. Sam’s wild ponytail bounced as she argued a point, one hand gesturing toward the map of event stations. Victoria, cool and calm, countered every idea with a little tilt of her chin, that signature Sinclair focus zeroed in but not cruel, just alive and full of heat.

For a second, I just watched. Not for the photos, not even for the rivalry. It was the posture; the way Victoria’s elbow brushed Sam’s, the two of them leaning into the plan like it was a secret only they could crack. Gone was the Cold War. This was a legend in progress, and I was here to catch the first honest peace treaty.

I zoomed in. The sunrise caught the gold in Sam’s hair, the sleek sheen of Victoria’s, and just past their shoulders, the banners over the stands screamed their new alliance before anyone even spoke.

If there was a better metaphor for old enemies bonding, I hadn’t seen it.

I snagged a shot of Victoria midsentence, lips parted, eyes on fire, and Sam scribbling a note so fast her nails scratched the paper. If the world had a queen and a kingmaker at the same table, this was it.

As stadium lights flickered to life overhead, the first rush of potential new members started to trickle in. At first, it was a nervous duo in sundresses, clutching rush packets and picking at their cuticles. Then a trio of varsity athletes, all teeth and nervous energy, shoving each other toward the check-in desk where two guys in letter jackets struggled with name tags.

Within fifteen minutes, the entry lines swelled, streams of girls in everything from designer shorts to pajama pants, all eyes wide at the transformation. A few peered out across the field, realized the volleyball zone was a real sand pit, and nearly squealed in delight. Others clocked the ring lights and went straight for the “instant influencer” wall.

By six, the crowd looked like the front row of a Taylor Swift tour, all anticipation and nerves and maybe a whiff of terror that the day would chew them up and spit them out if they weren’t careful. I shot candids: the nervous lip-bite, the fake-laugh handshake, the one girl who tripped down the stairs then styled out the fall like she’d meant to do it.

But nothing, not a damn thing, topped Victoria and Sam taking the stage.

The event staff had cobbled a platform at the fifty-yard line, nothing too dramatic, but elevated enough to broadcast authority. One perfect lectern stood up front, a pair of mics, and behind it, the dual banners strung taut as a drum.

I set up at field level, lens locked, determined to capture the start. The teams had their own pep talks, clusters of sisters circling up their PNMs, voices low and urgent, but everyone’s eyes drifted center as Victoria moved to the mic.

She didn’t hit it like a robot. She didn’t even walk the old “ice queen” stride. Instead, she glided up, pale blue blazer fluttering, hair loose for once, and gave the crowd a smile so soft I almost missed it.

Microphone in hand, she scanned the stands, then took a long, full breath.

I swear, even the air paused.

“Welcome, everyone, to the first-ever Golden Coast Unity Showcase,” Victoria began, voice clear, no tremor, just this live-wire conviction that made everyone lean in. “Today isn’t about rivalries. It’s about combining our strengths and building the kind of legacy only women like you can create. Sigma Epsilon, Theta Pi, and every woman here, we’re all part of something bigger than tradition.”

The room, or, hell, the stadium, responded. Even the upper decks went silent, the moment heavy and bright.

Victoria continued, her face open, no mask: “This is history in the making. You are history in the making. Whether you’re a long-time sister, a PNM, or just here to support your friends, you’re the heart of this night. So let’s set the standard the rest of the country will follow. And let’s do it together.”

The girl nailed it. People actually cheered, raw and honest. The echo bounced between the goalposts.

Victoria stepped back and, with zero hesitation, waved Sam up to join her.

Sam didn’t do subtle. She jogged up with a grin, stadium wind whipping her ponytail. She cut her eyes at Victoria like, “Watch this,” then leaned into the mic.

“Some of you know me as Captain Calloway, or maybe just ‘the loud one’ at parties,” Sam started, and the laugh from the GCU cheer block was instant, hands clapping and people whistling from the grass. “But today, we’re all captains. All legends, all in. Doesn’t matter what letters you wear, because after tonight, the only thing that will matter is how you lift each other up.”

She nodded at Victoria, passing her the highlight reel in real time.

“So welcome to the revolution,” Sam finished. “Let’s make it so big that next year they have to build a second stadium to fit all the winners.”

That brought the house down. The girls on the field cheered, the crowd up in the stands stomped their feet, and even the jaded staffers near the gear tables nodded in grudging respect.

I caught the moment: Victoria’s head tipped toward Sam, a grin that was all relief and pride, no games. Sam’s fist pump, genuine and electric. Behind them, two banners that had once marked blood feuds now looked like twin engines of possibility.

You couldn’t script it better.

The crowd, so used to rivalry, could taste the shift. The energy was real. You could feel it in your molars.

I took a final shot: Victoria and Sam side-by-side, both beaming, the joint banners stretched wide behind, floodlights painting them in gold. Not a hint of old bitterness, just two queens staking their claim on the future.

If this was the new world order, I was glad to live in it.

Especially with a front row seat.

As the opening hype faded, the real games were about to begin.

And, for once, nobody in the stands asked which side I was on.

I was with the girls who re-wrote history.

And damn, it felt good.

***

They say nothing brings people together like chaos. Today, GCU Stadium was ground zero for the kind of mayhem that rewires a campus for good.

After Victoria and Sam’s opening act, the zone hit warp speed. The first wave of PNMs, clutching laminated challenge cards, fanned out across the field, trailing mentors from both houses. Gone were the days of side-eye and sabotage. If you even tried to spot the old rivalry, you’d have to squint.

I tracked the action, camera in hand, moving station to station. Each stop told its own story, and every girl in my life made it better.

At the scavenger hunt HQ, mixed house captains huddled up their teams like pro coaches. A Sigma with steel in her brow barked out instructions, while a Theta Pi next to her played good cop, soothing panicky freshmen and snapping selfies at 30-second intervals. The list had them crossing the whole damn stadium, posing with mascots, chasing signatures from “campus legends,” and collecting wild items like a picture of goal-line turf or a coach’s whistle.

I grabbed the shot just as a PNM dove for the finish, pigtails flying, while her mentor, Sigma’s Olivia, clicked a victorious Polaroid. Olivia caught my eye, her smile secretive as she tucked the instant photo into the girl’s lanyard. She handed me a second print, the image catching the moment of glory, then whispered, “Yours is always the sharper shot, Donovan. But my camera tells the truth no one expects.” Her gaze lingered, razor-bright, before she vanished back into the action.

The next tent was pure invention: Cross-team Jenga, the blocks painted with wild dares and inside jokes. Lila, spotter for both houses, ran the table like a Vegas card shark. With every wobble, she narrated the tension for the cameras, making the drama feel epic and, occasionally, absurdly sexual. When a block fell, the “penalty” was a viral dance move or an embarrassing truth blurted to the crowd.

Lila leaned in, her lips close enough that I caught the sweet tang of tequila from last night’s afterparty. “Only a real man can handle all this,” she whispered, then winked before shoving a camera phone right up to my face. She snapped a close-up, then snapped her gum and blew me a wink. “Got to give the girls a reason to obsess, yeah?” she said, before swirling off to corral the next batch of content.

Up at the stadium’s west concourse, the action shifted to a full-contact tug-of-war. Teams were built by draft, deliberately mixing Sigma, Theta, and PNMs, so you had ex-rivals sweating side-by-side, fighting for the same goal. Jade captained one side, face painted and war cry loud as she coached her team. She barked at Sam from across the rope, “Ready to surrender, Calloway?” but her grin was too wide to be menacing.

Sam retorted in kind, voice ringing. “You wish! Theta Pi eats Sigmas for breakfast!”

The crowd ate it up. I snapped shots of grit, glee, and the kind of teamwork you’d pay to see at State. Even the losses looked good for the feeds, girls hugging, high-fiving, peeling each other off the turf with arms tangled and hair wild.

The volleyball zone was the star. Sand flew as teams launched into matches that looked more like pro circuit than a house rivalry. At one net, Summer captained a hybrid squad, all business, coaching the Sigma rookie to a perfect spike. At the other, Bella and Keilani ran a training clinic, showing off their signature serves and trash-talking each other in three different languages.

If you’d told me a month ago that Summer would run point with girls from both houses, I’d have laughed. Now? She made it normal. Her voice cut through the whistles: “We work together, we win together!” The girls lined up behind her, matching her energy and tempo, like there was no other way to play the game.

I caught Summer between plays, towel around her neck, sweat gleaming in the curve above her collarbone.

“Already running circles around the rest,” I said, lining her up in my viewfinder.

She dropped the towel and leaned in, eyes blue as a myth. “That’s because I have you on my team, baby,” she whispered, low and private, just for me. Then she swiped my lens clean with the towel, grinning. “Don’t miss my best side.”

I didn’t.

Meanwhile, Victoria worked the crowd. She MC’d the events, hands sweeping as she called out scores and pumped the teams. When she grabbed the mic for a mid-day update, it was pure showmanship.

“No more walls, no more feuds,” Victoria boomed, voice ringing out. “Today, every girl here is a legend. And you—” she pointed at Summer, who was still catching her breath by the bench—“are the newest member of Theta Pi. The unanimous vote. The house is lucky to have you, Summer Keene!”

The place tilted. Cheers, applause, even the hard-core Sigma girls clapping and whooping. Summer flushed pink, then did the only thing she knew: she flexed her biceps for the crowd, then waved a peace sign. The moment was honest and perfect.

Victoria looked over, caught my gaze, and the proud tilt of her head sent a full-body charge through me.

Back on the beach, Bella and Keilani ran their own brand of chaos.

Bella, hair tied up, muscles roped from the surf, was all cool direction. She kept the beach challenge running like a Swiss watch, never raising her voice, just using her calm to herd the squads along. When she saw me, her lips parted in a soft, private smile.

“You’re here for the spectacle?” Bella said, her accent thicker when she was flustered. “Or to admire my perfect scoring system?”

I brushed close, catching the drift of her perfume, something floral warped by ripe skin and salt air.

“Both,” I said, “but mostly I’m here for the scandalous moments.”

She snorted, low and sexy, then reached for my arm, squeezing it. “Watch out, or I may drag you into the sand next time,” she murmured, before releasing, fingers lingering half a second longer than necessary.

Keilani was at the surf’s edge, setting up a paddleboard relay with enough rules to make lawyers weep. She cut a figure, shoulders broad, legs built, hair braided tight with shells woven in. Every glance from her was a dare.

I lined up for the shot, but she caught me from behind, a palm braced on my lower back, steady as a lifeguard.

“Hope you’re catching my good angles, Dono,” Keilani teased, voice playful but edged with promise. “Otherwise, next time, you’re paddling, no mercy.”

“Wouldn’t have it any other way,” I said.

She gripped my shoulder, hard, then softened it with a wink before vaulting off to run the start. Her voice carried over the foam: “Donovan, you can surf, but can you keep up with real women?”

God, it was intoxicating. Every girl outdid her own legend, and the touch-and-go moments, finger tips on my arm, brush of a hip, heated stare, were coded reminders of our real connection. Kinetic, hidden, just for us.

Aria and Lila, the content commandos, moved through it all with a sense of purpose you could set a watch by. More than once, I caught Aria in influencer mode, posing a rookie PNM for maximum clout, only to pause and give me a look sharp enough to slice through ring light glare.

“Golden Boy!” she called, tapping her phone. “We’re trending in Tokyo. If this holds, you’ll need sunglasses to read the engagement reports.”

“Always happy to boost the brand,” I said, while she snapped a rapid-fire sequence of my jawline from twelve different angles.

Lila orbited, working the “reality TV” beat. She staged fake arguments, then caught the makeup hugs and forced laughter, spiking the drama just enough to bait Olivia into a real-time data update.

Speaking of Olivia, she never left her post by the content tent. Stoic, face aglow with phone light, she tracked metrics like she was plotting a moon landing.

Every time the numbers jumped, she’d pull me aside, breathless: “Donovan, look at this, up 40% since last event. Users are spending six times longer on our stories than last semester. Whatever you’re doing, keep doing it.”

“Just capturing the magic,” I’d say, which was only half a lie.

Throughout it all, the physical reminders never stopped. Summer’s hug around my waist at the end of a spike rally. Bella’s hand brushing the sand off my shoulder and then letting her fingers slip, slow, across my skin as she pulled away. Keilani’s knuckles rapping my ribs, more punch than mercy, then giving me a smirk so sharp it hurt. Even Aria caught herself touching my hand as she handed me a drink, then pretending it was totally unintentional.

If I went too long without seeing Sam, she found me, usually by yanking the lanyard at my throat, reeling me in for a quick, hot kiss that didn’t care who was watching.

“You documenting my dominance?” she’d ask, breathless, lips shining.

“Building evidence for the next Rush,” I’d shoot back.

“You better be careful, or I’ll make you wear the cheer skirt to the afterparty,” Sam threatened. Then she’d squeeze something, my bicep, my ass, my ego, before sprinting back to the main event.

The physical, the emotional, even the air felt different. It was hard not to get high off it.

My favorite part? Nobody was pretending anymore.

The teams blended seamlessly. Girls who’d spent years tossing verbal bombs now worked side by side, trading tips, helping each other win, even plotting how they’d leverage their new “network” to take over other houses next year. The shy PNMs turned bold, and by late afternoon, you had rookies laughing with seniors they’d idolized but never dared approach.

The best shot of the day came at the end of the foam relay, where a tangle of girls, Victoria, Summer, and a PNM in flamingo swim shorts, collapsed in a heap at the finish and just lay there, laughing, faces pressed to the turf.

Victoria, grass in her hair, actually howled. She didn’t even fix the strands stuck to her cheeks. Summer sprawled across her, beaming like a sun god, and even the PNM, who I later learned was a walk-on from the cross-country team, flashed a peace sign for my camera.

“Caption that ‘History in the Making,’” Victoria said, rolling onto her back, playful and wild in a way I’d never seen.

“More like ‘Girls Gone Wild,’” I shot back.

She winked. “Only if you document it right.”

The day blurred, fast, into a fever of connection. The crowd loved it. Nerves turned to laughter. Rivalry became rumor, and rumor became legend.

Aria caught up to me right before the big finale, the light going golden, a glint of dust in the air.

“Just got off the phone with admin,” she said, voice giddy. “They want to know how we rigged the numbers. Spoiler: we didn’t. This is real.”

“At the risk of sounding humble,” I said, “maybe it always should’ve been this way.”

She looped her arm through mine, content to share the moment even if a thousand lenses caught her doing it. “If it had, I might not have needed all those filters.”

She kissed my cheek, soft but honest, then vanished back to the “crew pit” to wrap the day’s content.

Around the edges, the beach crew started prepping for the final bonfire. Bella and Keilani synchronized the time sheets, prepping for a smooth pivot to the afterparty. Even as she loaded gear, Bella never missed a chance to brush her hip against mine or murmur a private promise, in French, where only I could hear.

The final moments felt less like a contest and more like a homecoming.

The Unity Showcase wasn’t just a win for the brands or even the houses.

It was a win for the new rules. For my girls.

For all of us.

And the best wasn’t even on the schedule yet.

***

When the sun dropped, GCU Stadium swapped adrenaline for ambiance. String lights switched on, draping the field in gold. The air was heavy with flowers, barbecue, and the kind of expectation that made you want to dance naked through the sprinklers. If this was what unity looked like, then the Greeks had always gotten it wrong.

Victoria and Sam kicked off the night session, shoulder to shoulder on the main stage. They wore matching blazers, navy for Victoria, pink for Sam, but their vibe was 100% unscripted. Sam kept tossing “accidental” winks to the crowd while Victoria projected enough calm to sedate a small mob. Together, they looked like Biz and Fun had finally buried the hatchet and started their own sorority.

“Sisterhood isn’t a hashtag. It’s a revolution,” Victoria said, letting the mic hang for effect.

Sam chimed in, “And tonight, we’re making history, babe.”

The opening got a standing ovation, not that the crowd ever really sat. From there, the testimonials started.

The first up was a Sigma senior, voice trembling, but she didn’t flinch. “I thought I’d go Greek and find sisters just like me,” she said. “But the best moments this week came from the girls across the so-called ‘enemy’ line. Being real with you changed everything. I didn’t lose my family, I doubled it.”

The cheers went wild, but the glances between the houses mattered more. Under the lights, you could see ex-rivals clasping hands or dabbing at tears, faces open in a way that slaughtered the old playbook.

Next came a Theta Pi, two years in and working the mic like she was on The Voice. “Everyone told me to watch my back at Rush,” she said, “but the girl who had it most? Was a Sigma. She helped me ace my first big, dumb calculus exam, then let me cry on her shoulder after I bombed the midterm. I owe her my GPA and my sanity. Sisterhood isn’t about letters. It’s about who shows up for you.”

A wave of applause, a pulse of hugs, and nobody on the field pretended it was business as usual.

The subtext? For those who knew, it was even better. The way they talked about new “connections,” sharing resources, and “finding new ways to support each other” was a fever dream for anyone who’d ever wondered about the harem. Even the testimonials about “multi-house mentorship” and learning to “love without keeping score”, those lines could’ve been lifted from my last night in bed.

I caught every shot: pairs of girls laughing, three-way hugs, and one absolutely perfect tableau of Victoria, Summer, and Sam pressed together at the edge of the stage, giggling like first dates.

Then came my favorite part: Sadie and Willow, punching through the rest of the field with pure, unfiltered energy.

Sadie had ditched her “high school guest” sticker hours ago; now she wore a captain’s sash somebody had scrawled “Future President” across. She ran the junior PNM crew like a drill sergeant, wrangling shy girls, dissecting the challenge sheets for clues, even making the pre-law major refereeing the debate challenge blush with a single comment.

Willow, blushing but game, stuck to Sadie like a doppelganger. The two of them crashed every event, photobombed every station, and led chants that got the crowd roaring. When Sadie spotted me taking candids, she grabbed her own “bodyguard” pose, arms folded, blocking the lens from any girl who tried to get too close.

The first time a new girl sidled up, nervous and bold, Sadie leaned in and deadpanned, “Sorry, babe, he’s already got a court, and I’m Queen Regent. Next!”

The girl flushed, and even Sam, nearby, almost spat out her soda from laughing so hard.

Victoria caught on to the routine and egged it on. Anytime a too-curious PNM drifted my way, Sades would flash a sly grin and announce, “West is strictly limited edition. You need to run the Challenge Gauntlet just to get his Instagram handle.”

That made me legend, but more than that, it made the girls, my girls, feel like a real family. Every inside joke, every mock threat, every public moment was a code for the truth beneath: the harem mattered, and the new normal was loyalty and love.

Jade’s cheer performance lit the stadium brighter than the floodlights.

She’d blended the best of both houses: Sigma Epsilon’s precision, Theta Pi’s pyrotechnics. The routine launched with a joint pyramid, three levels of pure muscle and mayhem, girls screaming as they locked in place. Ribbons shot out over the crowd, and the timing was so tight the house mothers in the VIP section actually stood and clapped.

At the base, Sam held up the whole unit, arms bulging, then beckoned Jade up for the finishing move, an airborne somersault that ended in a stick-perfect landing. The crowd went full bonkers.

Victoria, ever the strategist, found the nearest admin and whispered, “Imagine a Nationals routine built on this. Our houses, together, unstoppable.”

The admin blinked, nodded, and scribbled a note.

I grabbed shot after shot, but the best was Sam at the finale, hair wild, lips parted, sweat gleaming on her chest as she wrapped an arm around Jade and both of them raised fists high. If there was a category for “Peak Girl Power,” it was this: muscles, attitude, and not a single flinch from tradition.

After the last tumbling pass, the girls cooled down at the edge of the stage, all tangled in hugs. Sam, out of breath, found me and pulled me in for a one-armed clinch, like even post-performance, she wasn’t letting anyone else get close.

“You proud of us?” she murmured, breath hot at my jaw.

“Like nothing I’ve ever seen,” I said, voice honest, no filter.

She bit my ear, then winked. “Wait til the afterparty. We’re just getting started.”

The grand finale: Victoria and Sam, side by side, commanding the field.

Victoria went first, summoning her queen energy, but this time it felt different. The edge was gone. In its place: real trust.

“Tonight, you’ve proven that legacy isn’t about the past,” Victoria said, green eyes slicing through the dark. “It’s about building the future. I’m grateful to every woman here, and especially to Sam Calloway, because without her, I’m not sure I’d have had the courage to let go of the old rules.”

The crowd cheered.

Sam matched her, arm slipping around Victoria’s waist, the color-contrast blazers clashing in perfect harmony. “And you, Victoria, taught me that strength isn’t just breaking records, it’s supporting everyone else to do the same. Nobody does it alone. Not on the field, not in life. We’re partners. Now and always.”

The way they looked at each other, part challenge, part devotion, left no doubt about who was running the show.

Their connection wasn’t just for the camera, either. It was real, the kind of co-leadership that made you want to sign up just to see what came next.

The crowd surged forward, wild with energy.

Even Sadie, at her spot up front, raised her fists and yelled, “Best Rush Ever!”

Victoria and Sam closed the event, side by side, all smiles, as the first hints of bonfire smoke drifted in from the beach.

The stage was set for the afterparty.

But the real magic?

That was waiting for us, just over the bluff.

***

The moment the final round of applause died, the air at GCU Stadium went electric.

People milled. Event crews hustled to tear down. PNMs, cheeks flushed and hair wild, lingered in clusters clutching house favors and swapped numbers like it was the last day of summer camp. Above it all, campus security prowled the tracks, radios up, prepping for the “everyone out by dark” finale.

I skirted the edge, camera bag slung cross-body, already thinking logistics for the next phase: charging spare batteries, maybe a shower, definitely enough carbs to handle a Donovan-grade bonfire. But before I even hit the field tunnel, Victoria materialized at my elbow.

She didn’t bother with preamble. Just took my hand, her fingers strong, and yanked me into the shadow of the stairwell, away from the main flow. Her grip was warm, the kind of all-in touch you only get from someone who’s had to learn, the hard way, how to mean it.

The hush caught me off guard, no crowd, no spotlight, just us, breath syncing.

Victoria toyed with the emerald ring on her finger. The stone glowed, more alive now than it ever looked in the display case at Sigma Epsilon. She tipped her head, legacy in her eyes, but this time, no edge, no mask.

“You broke my rules, West. Every single one,” Victoria said, voice trembling just a little for the first time. “I thought power was about being untouchable. About hoarding it. But you, you made me want to share it. I’ve never felt stronger than I do right now.” She squeezed my hand, the ring pressing into my knuckle. “Not because I own the moment, but because I built it with you.”

It hit hard. All the old stories, her mother’s sorority, the family board seats, the weight of generations, melted into something new. Evolution, not just heritage.

I let my thumb trace the inside of her wrist. “You’re not just the queen, V. You’re the architect.”

That got a real smile, the look that made her feel sixteen and dangerous again. “If that’s true, you’d better be ready. I don’t plan on building alone.” She leaned in, lips close enough to steal my next thought. “Tonight, we celebrate. But after? We make the new rules. Together.”

I could have kissed her right there, but Sam crashed in, all legs and boss energy, phone up to her ear and voice set to stun.

“Victoria, you’re needed, stat. We lost three coolers, Bella’s got half the PNM squad starved, and Summer’s still wrangling rides to the beach. Also, Aria’s livestreaming from the parking lot, which is now trending locally.”

She snapped her phone shut and hooked my belt. “You want a ride, King Donovan, or are you planning to jog the coast with a camera bag?”

Victoria rolled her eyes but melted into Sam’s orbit, the two of them a natural pair now, arguing about brands of seltzer and the correct ratio of marshmallows to hot dogs for a bonfire bash.

From the upper concourse, I spotted the next wave of legends: Summer, Bella, and Aria, huddled up and already plotting their route to my place. Summer pointed, Aria typed, and Bella, ever the European, looked like she was surveying the crowd for backup dancers or a rogue Uber.

Skylar lurked by the stadium gates, arms folded, pretending she wasn’t dying to join. I saw her debate her next move, only to get ambushed by Victoria, who looped an arm through Sky’s elbow and stage-whispered, “You’re coming, and I never take no for an answer.”

Skylar shrugged, smirked, and gave me a salute. “Guess I’m yours for the night, Golden Boy.”

PNMs and sisters drifted through the gates, every group fizzing with secondhand legend. More than once, I caught Sadie and Willow running interference, hyping the afterparty and warning anyone who’d listen that if you target the host, you’d better bring your A game.

I hung back, snapped my final sequence: stadium lights rainbow-bright, stragglers wrangling the last photo ops, banners already half-down but still glittering in the dusk. Even as security started shooing out the stubborn, the energy lingered.

It blew my mind, honestly.

Rush Week started as civil war. Now? The divide was gone. In its place: a web of alliances, a living, breathing network of girls who weren’t afraid to break the balance. And at the center, my so-called “harem”, not a weakness, not a distraction, but the root system that let the new legend spread.

My phone buzzed. First Victoria: “See you at the house. We have unfinished business. Bring firewood ;)”

Then, ten seconds later, Sam: “Don’t forget the marshmallows, babe. And don’t be late unless you want to be paddled. XOXO”

I smiled, stacked my gear, and watched the last banners come down.

The night bristled with restless possibility. Not rivalry, not tradition, but pure, unfiltered momentum.

I headed out, camera bag full and heart even fuller. Behind me, the stadium lights faded.

Ahead, heat and laughter and maybe a little bit of chaos waited by the sea.

If this was the new normal, I was in.

All the way.


Bonfire Bash


If you grew up thinking house parties were all keg stands and paper plates, you’ve never seen a beach transformed by four queens working in unison.

By the time I hit the steps down from my deck, the entire cliffside had been remixed into something out of a music video, one of those that makes you want to dive through the screen and stay there until the credits roll.

Fairy lights webbed between bamboo torches, carving the sand into lazy rivers of gold. Plush throw blankets, Sigma Epsilon blue, Theta Pi pink, and a few hand-me-downs from my own living room, were arranged in circles like cult meeting spots, only here the only ritual was getting closer. Portable speakers pulsed ambient, chill beats, the kind that synced with the sound of the surf instead of competing with it. Someone had even hauled down an espresso bar and a cooler pyramid that could’ve hydrated the entire stadium.

I stopped halfway down the steps, not to take it all in, but because the sight of Victoria Sinclair, barefoot on the beach, clipboard in hand, delegating with a smile instead of teeth, almost made me forget how to walk.

She was a vision, blazer ditched for a slim-cut tank dress, hair loose, shining in the fairy lights. Her laughter, real and honest, cut through the buzz like a free sample of a better life.

Sam was right behind her, arms loaded with pink and gold Solo cups, hips swaying to the music. She made the rounds, flashing that infamous smile, hugging every old rival like they’d grown up bunkmates. Sam’s energy was full tilt, and the crowd bent toward her wherever she went.

Summer ran the refreshment game with the precision of a heat-seeking missile. She moved between the deck and the coolers, never spilling, always smiling, her golden hair bouncing as she fielded snack requests and refilled punch bowls. If anyone looked lost, Summer hit them with a hug and a “you’re with us now,” instantly resetting their whole night.

Bella, meanwhile, had set up shop at the edge of the action, her eyes scanning every pocket of conversation. She played translator for the international crew, French, Spanish, toss in some Portuguese for good measure, and every now and then, she’d slip through the crowd to press against my shoulder or slide a hand down my back as if to prove to the world that yes, the legend was real and she was in the epicenter.

I drifted, caught in the tide of their easy unity.

Victoria beckoned me over, her eyes going electric in the light. “You see what happens when you let women run logistics?” she teased, pressing her body close enough that I felt the brush of her bare arm. “We invented the concept of legendary.”

She didn’t let go, not even as she turned to flag Sam. “Next round of drinks needs a little more punch, Captain. You know what to do.”

Sam wasted no time, grabbing the pitcher and dumping a measured, party-perfect dose of something neon into the main bowl. She flashed a grin my way, eyes raking down my chest for a full second before she said, “That’s better. Now we party like champions.”

The dynamic between the two was pure fireworks, but now there was zero rivalry. They moved together, synced up, passing every test of teamwork, Victoria catching the subtle, missing detail, Sam bringing reckless, blaring energy.

Summer caught the vibe and joined in, tucking herself under Sam’s arm, a cup in each hand. “We need to do a hydration check, girls. Don’t make me go coach mode on you.”

Sam laughed, snatched a drink, and clinked glasses with her. “You hear the woman. Drink up, or you’ll be running stadium steps before sunrise.”

Even Victoria joined the toast, her laugh crisp and wild. “You’ve corrupted us, Donovan.”

I shrugged, camera already in hand. “Just documenting the best night of the year.”

Summer spun into my orbit, face flushed and eyes alive. “Are you going to shoot us, or just stand there looking dangerously hot?”

She pressed her body into mine, the line of her waist fitting against me like it had always belonged there. Summer’s fingers ran a teasing circle around my bicep, then she posed, blue eyes twinkling, cheek to cheek with Sam.

Click. Freeze-frame: two icons, all energy.

Click. Next: Victoria leaning in, arms looped around both girls, Bella pressing in from the far side, smile soft and private for only me to see.

When they let go, Bella didn’t back off. She lingered at my elbow, her hand finding its way to my lower back. “Do you like your party, West?” she murmured, voice pitched for just us. “Or do you prefer the afterparty?”

The accent made it dirtier.

“I love the view,” I admitted.

She let her fingers drift lower, brushing my hip, then vanished to pull a nervous-looking Italian into the nearest conversation circle. Bella’s laughter drifted back, easy and inviting, but every so often her eyes would flick to mine, as if we shared a secret script.

Victoria ran the beach like it was a Fortune 500 boardroom. She steered groups so seamlessly that nobody even realized they were being managed. When a Sigma and a Theta nearly tripped over the same blanket, Victoria swept in, arm around each, guiding them into a conversation with a cluster of PNMs who looked like they’d won the lottery.

Sam’s style was louder, she led impromptu dance breaks, staged a flip-cup challenge in the sand, and untangled every awkward moment with a joke and a squeeze of someone’s shoulder. Anytime a camera came out, Sam was the ringleader, dragging anyone shy into frame.

The cool part? Everyone craved the proximity. Sigma and Theta Pi girls mixed, matched, and re-matched until it was impossible to keep score. Sam and Victoria were the dual queens, but Summer and Bella were the glue, knitting stray guests into the main circle.

Summer had this sixth sense for who needed a pick-me-up. She’d catch a girl hovering at the snack table, slice her a watermelon wedge, and invite her into the main group with the ease of a sunrise lifting over the bluff.

Every time she wanted me near, she just reached out, fingers curling around my wrist and yanking me straight into whatever circle she was building. Her hand lingered too long, nails tracing tiny patterns on my skin. Subtle, but unmistakable.

The soundtrack rolled on, never too loud, always perfectly in tune with the wave rhythm. The entire space pulsed with the scent of fresh salt, cut with bursts of pineapple, sunscreen, and, occasionally, the impossible sweetness of Victoria’s perfume.

Every time I focused the camera, there was something worth capturing:

—Sam beaming as she hoisted Summer’s feet for a handstand in the sand, both of them laughing so hard they collapsed onto each other.

—Victoria, half in shadow, hair wild, holding court with a group of first-years, her gestures softer now, every word landing.

—Bella, legs folded beneath her, translating “beer pong” rules to a cluster of Dutch exchange students, but pausing to shoot me a wink before correcting their form.

—Summer, sitting cross-legged on a blanket, telling a story about her first surfing wipeout, every girl in range clinging to every detail.

The harem, if you wanted to call it that, was the nucleus, and the rest of the house parties just spun outward from them.

At one point, I set the camera aside and flopped down on a blanket with the girls. Instantly, Summer melted into my lap, her thighs brushing my hand. Sam wedged in at my right, and Victoria stretched out, catching her breath as if she’d just run a marathon of emotion.

The three of them leaned in, heads together, sharing some whispered joke about whose house would win the next “Queen of the Coast” challenge. Even Bella, unable to resist, drifted over, settling in at my left and looping her fingers through mine.

Conversation broke in waves, somebody tossing out a dare, someone retorting with a flirt, every beat heavier with the kind of intimacy you only get when nobody’s pretending. I traced tiny lines up Summer’s bare thigh, and she rewarded me with a shiver and a look that made the sun itself jealous.

Victoria nuzzled in, a lazy cat, trailing her fingers up my arm. “You do realize,” she whispered, “that you’re the only man in a five-mile radius who could survive this, right?”

Sam didn’t even let that stand. She rolled me a look, all challenge and heat. “He doesn’t just survive. He thrives, babe. That’s why we keep him.”

The girls cracked up, laughter honest and dirty.

For one long minute, the blankets, the lights, and the easy affection had me thinking I’d finally found a version of family that didn’t self-destruct at the first sign of honesty.

Bella must’ve caught the drift. She squeezed my hand, soft and real, then kissed my cheek, leaving a trace of cherry and heat. “Smile,” she said, “or everyone will think you’re overwhelmed.”

She tilted my face toward the camera, and Summer climbed back up to plant herself across my chest, her lips daring me to try and move her.

Victoria caught the moment, eyes crinkling with real pride.

“I hope you remember this,” she said. “Because no one else would believe it.”

Sam, never one to let a moment pass, cupped my jaw in her palm and kissed me in front of the entire front line, so aggressive, so public, that even Victoria and Summer hooted.

There was no going back to the old world.

The bonfire kicked up, casting wild shadows, and the crowd slowly drifted together, a single mass, a single team, every old barrier dissolved. Even when I drifted from my core, working the periphery for candids, the girls would reach for me, drawing me back, as if my absence left the universe slightly off-kilter.

I’ve shot models, surfers, athletes, and icons, but nothing compared to the sight of Victoria, Sam, Summer, and Bella, arms wrapped, laughter loose, every pose more intimate than the last. Sometimes Bella’s hand would graze my ass as she walked by. Sometimes Summer would tap my shoulder and yank me into whatever selfie the current demanded.

Victoria always found a way to touch, sometimes just a hand at my elbow, sometimes her chin on my shoulder as she watched the crowd with queenly approval.

It was the kind of night you’d invent if you were allowed to build paradise by committee.

But it was real.

And there was no denying, this was a family, not just a harem.

I let the camera capture every second.

Every brush of skin, every scandalous pose, every glance that promised more once the world was quiet again.

If this was chapter one of the new era, I was ready for every page.

Bring it.

***

The beach gathered mass as twilight bled away. What started as circles of blankets morphed into a living, breathing ecosystem, a new continent of connection, mapped in pinks, blues, and the flicker of flame.

Aria and Lila staked their claim near the action, each armed with enough camera gear to launch a documentary. But there was no rivalry tonight. Their chemistry was pure content magic. Lila wrangled PNMs like a cat-herder, coaxing candid confessions and viral-worthy dance moves before anyone could hesitate. Aria, ever the queen of framing, set up “natural” group shots that somehow looked ten times hotter than any reality TV crew could rig.

At one point, Lila caught me off-guard, swinging in with a neon drink and a wink. “Hey Golden Boy, how do you always look so chill when you’re surrounded by queens?” she asked, eyes glittering in the firelight.

“It’s an illusion,” I said, “I’m just trying not to get caught in the crossfire.”

She cackled, then stage-whispered, “Smile for the ‘gram, stud. We’re running an engagement spike on your abs alone.”

Aria materialized at her side, looping an arm through Lila’s. “Don’t let her fool you, West. If you ever need the real story, you come to me. She’s just here to stir the pot.”

Lila winked, then licked a drop of punch from Aria’s upper lip. There was nothing subtle about their new dynamic. Where once they’d have fought for spotlight, now they staged it together, gleefully.

Elsewhere, Skylar made her entrance, impossible to ignore. She strode down the sand with Reese at her side, both tall, athletic, and barefoot, moving like they owned the goddamn beach. Sky’s hair was in a messy braid, face sun-burnished, green-blue eyes scanning for drama. She hung back, finding the edges, never the center, but whenever our gazes locked she’d lift her Solo cup and salute, just for me, never for show.

Reese played perfect wingman, reading the mood and managing the perimeter. She watched Skylar’s back, kept the energy up, and even lobbed a volleyball into orbit just for the hell of it. I caught the ball on the rebound, tossed it back, and for a full minute we traded serves in the dying light, neither of us caring that the crowd had gone full bonfire mode.

Keilani held her own court on the sand closer to the water, hair braided with tiny shells that caught the light. She didn’t mingle unless it was on her terms. Sometimes I’d spot her deep in debate with Bella, arms gesturing, old-school worldviews colliding in the best way. But between the arguments, Keilani floated glances my way, sharp, knowing, a silent promise that when we finally tangled again, it’d be for keeps.

Sadie and Willow were chaos incarnate, buzzing between groups. Willow, all nerves at first, was now holding court with three PNMs, teaching them the finer points of “sorority snack diplomacy” (her term). Sadie, meanwhile, bounced like a pinball, one minute running crowd control for the main circle, the next acting as my unofficial bouncer. Every time a stranger edged into my orbit, Sadie would pop up, deadpan as tax season, and say, “He comes with a bodyguard. Move along or prepare to be interrogated.”

The first time she did it, Sam nearly spat her drink across the sand. After that, it became the running gag. Someone would so much as glance at me and Sadie would appear, arms folded, eyebrow cocked, like she was running FBI background on every crush in a five-hundred-yard radius.

The harem loved it. Even Aria, usually so controlled, caught the bit and staged a shot of Sadie fake-wrestling one of the “contenders” away from my lap.

It was all ridiculous and perfect, the old high drama defused, replaced by pure entertainment.

That’s when the signal went up: Victoria and Sam, side by side at the bonfire, hands raised.

The entire crowd silenced, more obedient to those two than any Greek god could hope for.

Victoria was queenly, but softer, her eyes shining in the firelight. Sam, at her side, looked dead serious for once, until you caught the glimmer of mischief in the way she nudged Victoria’s foot under the table.

Victoria cleared her throat. “If you could find a blanket, or a friend, or a frenemy, get cozy. We have something special to share.”

Everyone moved, finding their seats, snacks, and VIPs. In less than thirty seconds, the entire gathering re-shuffled around the bonfire, conversation hush falling like stage lighting.

Olivia made her move, the ultimate fixer, she set up a portable projector and hung a white sheet between two torches. The image flickered to life.

“Brought to you by the only King who matters,” Olivia said, angling a wicked grin at me. “And starring literally everyone.”

The reel kicked off slow: the old school Rivalry, house flags, all the scripted stuff. Flash cuts of side-eyes, over-the-shoulder glares, the war paint, the challenge coins.

But then the edits jump-cut into chaos: team-ups, accidental candid smiles, hands reaching to help each other up after a sand-fight, water bombs, shared snacks. Montage after montage of moments that were supposed to be sabotage, now replayed as highlights of a new kind of sisterhood.

Sam’s flip into the pool became a meme-worthy moment, replayed three times, each angle more embarrassing than the last. Victoria’s caught-off-guard giggle after a PNM splashed her with punch had the crowd howling.

Aria and Lila’s totally-staged “feud” morphing into a full-on makeout, and, in the background, Sadie photobombing with a thumbs-up and a dead-eyed stare.

Skylar and Reese, unstoppable on the beach relay. Bella and Keilani, hands clasped, teaching a pair of shy Euro PNMs the fine art of “surf dance.” Summer, soaking wet, drenching an entire volleyball squad with a single yank of a cooler.

Then came the slow-motion candids: hands linked in sand, secrets whispered in ear, girls collapsed laughing, limbs tangled, rivalry forgotten.

Even the soundtrack was perfect: part California dream, part honest emotion, like whoever edited this knew exactly when the heart needed a punch and when the crowd needed to laugh.

But the gold? The last sixty seconds.

A string of snapshots: the core nucleus, Victoria, Sam, Summer, Bella, pressed together, arms around each other, faces raw and real. Then the frame widens, and the wider “family”: Aria and Lila, Skylar, Keilani, even the infamous Jade, all in, no masks.

Final shot: me, surrounded by the girls, clearly caught off-guard, grinning like I’d just won the actual lottery, Summer draped across me, Victoria’s hand at my throat (a move I absolutely remembered), Sam’s arms flexed around my waist, Bella poised at my shoulder, looking like she’d landed exactly where she’d always wanted to be.

There was a beat, absolute silence.

Then the bonfire crackled and the spontaneous applause hit like thunder.

Half the girls were openly crying. PNMs clung to each other. Even some of the old-school Sigmas and Thetas dabbed at their eyes, pretending it was just smoke from the fire.

Summer wiped a tear, then elbowed Sam. “You didn’t tell me it’d be a tearjerker.”

Sam pretended to flex, but her eyes were wet. “You think I’m crying? Must be the sand. Or maybe I’m just proud to be in the only crew worth the trouble.”

Aria and Lila leaned hard into each other, faces streaked with mascara, laughing and sniffling at the same time.

Even Jade broke. She did a full standing clap, then whooped so loud it echoed off the cliff wall.

Victoria lingered at the bonfire, face soft, utterly undone. She reached for Sam, and in front of everyone, drew her in for a hug that looked a lot like forever. Right after, Victoria caught my gaze, and before I could move, she was there, pulling me close, letting everyone see the truth: I was theirs, and they were mine.

Sam, never outdone, wrapped an arm around my waist. “None of this happens without West,” she said, voice not even shaking now. “He was the only one who thought we could fix this. He saw a family before the rest of us even saw a truce.”

Victoria added, voice velvet and so damn honest: “He taught me that strength isn’t about control. It’s about connection. And tonight, that’s what we are. Connected.”

The girls didn’t let go. Summer burrowed in under my arm. Bella found my hand, threading her fingers through mine. Lila and Aria dragged me into another selfie, pinning me between them with enough force to make my knees buckle.

For a while, it was just hugs, laughs, and pure catharsis.

Then the party branched off. Jade ran a cheer gauntlet with mixed teams, the routines growing sloppier (and funnier) as the drinks kept coming. Olivia, always plotting, gathered a knot of Sigma and Theta Pi strategists and held court, explaining where the old system had failed and how to keep the momentum rolling.

Aria, not to be upstaged, pulled out her phone’s flashlight and staged an impromptu night shoot, roping Lila and a half-dozen girls into what she called “Midnight Magic.” They huddled close under the blue glow, faces half-shadowed, half-illuminated as they tilted their chins just so, the distant bonfire embers and phone screens their only light sources.

By ten, the crowd started to thin, PNMs drifting off in pods, Sadie and Willow escorting the last stragglers safety-patrolled back to the top of the cliff.

But the heart of it? That stayed.

Victoria, Sam, Summer, Bella, Aria, Skylar, and Keilani — one by one, they circled up, drawing in tighter, until the only warmth left was our own.

***

My deck up top offered the best seat in the house. The breeze was light, the ocean came in soft, and I’d never seen so many blankets and pillows dragged out in one place. The girls brought the last of the snacks, a couple stray bottles, and every ounce of honesty they’d bottled up all week.

Victoria took her spot beside me, bare legs folded, her hair loose and wild from the night. For once, she let herself just exist, no script, no filter. Her fingers found mine and laced tight, like letting go would’ve made the legend fade.

Sam, never too far, flopped on my other side, her head pillowed on my shoulder, a thigh bracketing mine. She didn’t need words, her hand just crept to my chest, palm flat over my heart, every now and then giving a little squeeze that spoke for her.

Summer wedged herself in close, stealing whatever space Sam left. She curled around my arm like she was born for it, cheek resting just below my jaw. Her eyes were half-closed, lips curved in the smuggest, most satisfied smile I’d ever seen.

Bella perched by my knee, knees hugged to her chest, but every so often, when nobody was watching, she’d reach over and trace a finger up my calf or brush my ankle with hers. Her eyes were on me, inscrutable and warm, as if she was secretly grading the night and finding nothing lacking.

Aria sprawled at the foot of the circle, legs running over mine and into Summer’s lap. She kept the content commentary going, rating each “cuddle formation” and threatening to audit our brand if we didn’t get at least one squad selfie every fifteen minutes.

Skylar, still a little outside but clearly home, stretched out on the deck like it was her personal yoga mat. Every now and then, she’d flick a token strawberry or a popcorn kernel at the group, just to remind everyone she wasn’t going soft. But when a lull hit, she’d lean in, cup raised, and toast the room: “To the only family I’ve never wanted to throat-punch.”

Keilani flanked her, quiet, but when she did speak, her voice carried: “You know, this would never fly back home. But here? I wouldn’t trade it for anything. We own it now.”

The conversation blurred, stories, secrets, hopes nobody had dared say out loud before. At one point, Victoria confessed, “I can’t wait to see if Theta Pi can actually break the campus record for ‘most beautiful disaster.’ I’ll be watching, Summer. Don’t disappoint.”

Summer hit back, “Bet you a week of house chores, Sigma never wins a volleyball challenge against us.” The banter went on, cutting but playful, and every jab was just another way of saying, “I trust you. You belong.”

Sam let the rivalry play, then cut in: “I used to think Sigma was all about drama and rules. But tonight? I respect the hell out of what you built, V. No losers at this table.”

Even Bella jumped in, her accent thickening with real feeling: “In France, they would shut this down before it even began. But here, with you? It’s the only place I’ve felt truly myself.”

Aria, glass raised, rolled her eyes—, Do not make me cry again. My followers will riot. But for real, never thought I’d call this crew my tribe. And I’m never going back.”

The tide came in, the moon went higher, the voices went low and raw.

Sometimes nobody talked at all. The hush was better than any punchline.

Summer’s breaths fell soft against my neck. Victoria’s grip, iron at first, faded into lazy, satisfied twining. Sam’s body heat fused to mine, a living shield. Bella, finally giving in to gravity, dropped her head to my thigh and just held tight. Over by the rail, Aria, Skylar, and Keilani passed snacks and glances in equal measure, every so often breaking out in cackles that could’ve scared the gulls off the bluff.

It was the best night of my life, and maybe theirs, too.

Nobody demanded more.

Nobody needed to say “forever.”

We just looked, and touched, and stayed.

If you asked me what I remembered most, it wasn’t the rivalry, or even the wild sex, epic as that always was.

It was here, me, at the center of my own, impossible legend, surrounded by the only girls who ever really mattered, watching the night throb with possibility.

The bonfire’s embers faded to red. The ocean never stopped.

And our story? It was only getting started.

But for tonight, we owned the coast.

All of it.


Where to Next?


West Donovan’s story continues in The Crown.

Surf King Week is about to turn Golden Coast University into a war zone of sun, scandal, rivalry, and temptation. West has survived Rush Week, but now he has to face the crown everyone wants, the Vale family’s old grudge, and the women who are becoming more than a harem.

The parties are bigger. The stakes are nastier. And this time, winning may mean proving he deserves the family he’s building.

The Crown releases June 16.
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Not ready for it to end?

If you love the tension, the chemistry, and the pull between characters…

Borrowed Boyfriend delivers a different kind of intensity — set in a world just as addictive.

Start reading here

[image: ]



Featured Series


Borrowed Boyfriend: The Complete Trilogy
One house. Five women. No rules.
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Sorority Harem: The Complete Series
A house full of temptation—and no way out.
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Captain’s Girls: The Complete Trilogy
One yacht. Endless desire. No escape.
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